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SECTION XIII. 

FIELDING GOES TO A COUNTY BALL. 



"1 delight iu masque and revels sometimes altogether." 

Twelfth Nigbt. 

''They bid iis to the English dancing school, 
And teach lavoltas, high and swiA corantos." 

Henbt V. 

The evening came; the ball opened, and every heart 

beat high. Yes! D House, or Carlton House, or 

Al macks may hold their heads up as high as they please! 
Neither grandeur, beauty, nobility, nor London elegance, 
can with all their charms equal the interest, and therefore 
the pleasure, kindled by a county ball. O! the dreams 
of partners; the bales of ribands and gauzes; the tailors 
and mantua makers; the sweetmeats and cold meats; 
the cooks an4fiddlers; the purveyors and perfumers put 
in requisition! The innkeepers already counting their 
gains; the dancing-masters drilling their pupils; the uni- 
versal agitation among the towns-people, particularly as 
to what set they may get into, and whether the country 
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families will be courteous, and not herd by thenoselves: 
all this, for a fortnight together, make the happy town, 
which is to be the scene of so much glory, one of the 
most instructive, a^ well as pleasant fields for a practical 
philosopher that can be imagined. The universality 
and equality of rights in the parties that are to meet, 
which can be controlled by no conventional obstructions, 
privileges of caste, or self-conferred importance, render 
the race open to all who choose to run. It comes but 
once a year; it is almost a Saturnalia. Hence, there is 
no room for disguise; the great appear in an undress; 
the little are little better for dressing; (I speak of their 
minds, not their bodies;)— and thus all is nature and 
genuine feeling. The touchstone of such a scene of 
action is finer than even May Fair can supply. 

To begin with the higher orders, as in duty bound. 
They receive all the incense that is paid them as their 
due. They are worshipped at firsl; they sit under ca-* 
nopies, and on cloths of state; or for want of those an 
exclusive sofa does as well. They bend or unbend with 
or without afifability, as the case may require, or the 
whim prompt: they get together and talk, orjare silent 
and thought fine; or for a moment mix^ and are gracious. 
At any rate they are observed of all, and look strange 
or look kind, and encourage or depress the gazing 
throng, who iQok upon them as superior beings. But 
all this, as I observed, o»/y at first. Sooner or later, 
(sometimes very soon) the enchantment breaks, and 
having perused them, and got by heart every feature 
oi their faces^ every fold of their dress, and every turn 
of their carriage, the gazers are satis6ed as to curiosity, 
and perhaps not a little as to self-love, at finding that 
my Lord, or my Lady, or Sir Harry, are very little dif- 
ferent, and certainly very little better than themselves. 
Dancing begins; the ceremonial among the great is 
interrupted; more equality is introduced; the youthful 
high are even criticised by the youthful low, who think 
themselves almost as good. Mr. Kitt, the fown dancing- 
master, is breathless in observing Lady Wilhelmina 
Grand borough's motions, and comparing her with Miss 
Amelia Nebbs, his favourite pupil, who has spread her 
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owti and his fame beyond the purlieus of the town. At 
first he is struck with a certain ioumure^ and some new 
steps of Lady Wilhelmina, which he has not before wit- 
nessed. Then he begins to wonder if her ladyship was 
one of Monsieur Ves^ris' best scholars; and at last really 
begins to believe that Miss Amelia Nebbs is quite equal 
to Lady Wilhelmina in a gallopade, though, perhaps, 
inferior in a waltz! 

But supper is announced. Alas! the high table is 
bespoke^ occupied; each chair guarded by Lady Grand- 
borough's footmen till the great personage shall arrive. 
But there have been other great personages all the 
while in the room, equal in rank, equal in importance, 
equal in following, — Lord and Lady Drelincourt! They 
will not mix with the Grandboroughs. The Lords are 
of opposite politics, and rivals for the county; the Ladies 
hate one another, because the Countess of Drelincourt 
feels herself better born, and thinks herself better ton 
than the Lady Grandborough; and the Lady Grand- 
borough believes herself far handsomer than the Coun- 
tess of Drelincourt. 

**Non nostrum est inter vos;" but what shall prevent 
all these little strivings in the upper regions (though 
conducted with perfect' good breeding,) from spreading 
among the lower with not quite so much j^ood-humour? 
In fact, the whole evening through, rivalry of all kinds 
prevailed: — rivalry in beauty, rivalry in love, rivalry in 
dress, taste, accomplishments; rivalry in notice of the 
higher orders, and be sure in politics. * This last, indeed, 
was pointedly visible in the great leaders of the assembly 
themselves; and many a smile, or attempt at one, was 
interrupted or turned into a frown, on the increase or 
decrease of the respective followings which each party 
had. The extraordinary condescensions of the Drelin- 
courts to persons, though of little degree, who were in- 
fluencial at elections, was most amusing. The Earl 
waltzed himself out of breath with an /'eminent" mal- 
fiter's wife; while, on the other hand, the smart son of 
as "eminent" a clothier, was permitted to go half dawn 
a country dance with Lady Wilhelmina Grandborough, 
when the Lady declared she was so fatigued that she 
1* 
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could go no farther. Mem. Nevertheless, she after- 
wards stood up with a Mr. Fawknor, one of her own 
party, of whom more anon; and Mr. Kitt declared she 
waSy in activity^ almost equal to Miss Amelia Nebbs 
herself. 

Was not this worth a journey from London to see? 
and shall any one say there is but one world in Great 
Britain? Notwithstanding, however, some heart burn- 
ings, and many dissimulations, there was, upon the whole, 
much nature, and a great deal, if not of happiness, at 
least of excitement. The county members were in high 
request, of course, almost equalling the two Earls; and 
their wives were in glory, for they were almost courted 
by the two Countesses. The latter even shared their 
sofas with them; and one, it was said (hut this was never 
proved,) was overheard to say something about visiting 
town. 

Being known by these extremely high people, I was 
exceeding well received by every body else, and thus 
was let a good deal into the play of all ranks, with much 
profit to my speculation; in which 1 was glad to see that 
the scale of happiness greatly preponderated. An as- 
cetic, or stoic, might indeed say a great deal to show 
that it ought not to have done so; as the Memphian phy- 
sician in Zadig wrote a book to prove that his eye ought 
not to have got well; but I was perfectly content with 
the fact, whatever its morale. Whether the happiness 
continued or not the next day, when all behaviours, 
looks, words, and deeds were reviewed and examined, 
I did not venture to inquire. 
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SECTION XIV. 

A MAN OF FASHION IN THE COUNTRY. 



"Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief this Fashion isl 
How giddily he turns about all the hot bloods between fourteen and 
five-and-twenty'? 

Much Ado About Nothing. 

One character I met with unexpectedly at the ball, 
which I had indeed often contemplated before, and ge- 
nerallj with surprise, ^or was it lessened upon the 
present occasion, when I beheld in close attendance 
upon Lady Grandborough's party, my old acquaint- 
ance William Fawknor. This was a man whom I 
always thought was made for better things, though he 
chose not to think so himself. He was a person indeed 
of merit> though of much higher degree in his own opi- 
nion, and perhaps in that of others, than his family, or 
original position in the world, whatever his aspirations, 
warranted him to expect. He had abilities; much 
polish; w^as imbued with literature enough to elevate 
Jiim above commonplace; and tact enough to know 
where and when to display it to best advantage. His 
inanners were soft and insinuating to his superiors; dis- 
tant and high, and perhaps bordering upon dandyism, 
among his equals; — which was not at all the worse for 
his great and almost only object — high society. The 
highest and best that London could supply, was not too 
good for him. To do him justice, it was not mere title, 
nor the amplest wealth, if attended with vulgarity, that 
attracted him; but fashion, reputation, celebrity, re- 
lined luxury, and elegance. These were the deities 
of his idolatry. 

As I lived much with him in London, and was even 
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in his confidence, I knew him, if not well, at least as 
well as one London idler knows another; and having 
witnessed many of bis attainments, and what I thought 
his powers of mind when drawn out by accident (for 
nothing else could do it), I have been perfectly astonish- 
ed to see how he could throw them all aside, considered 
as means of happiness, in order to pursue the bubble re- 
putation, not as a leader of soldiers in the field, but of 
exclusives in a drawing-room. . Whether the particular 
zest of this consisted in his having accomplished it with 
such slender natural means — being in effect one of a 
family scarcely ranking with gentlemen, and having 
little but a very moderate fortune; or whether there is 
in us a natural propensity^ like other ruling passions, to 
prefer being eminent for what is called fashion, to the 
distinctions of arts or arms, learning or eloquence; cer- 
tain it is, that Fawknor, not without merit, and having, 
from a certain quiet reserve of manners, been selected 
for his friend at College, by a nobleman of the first rank, 
suffered himself willingly to be transplanted into a soil 
where he originally had little business, but where he 
took root and flourished luxuriantly in appearance, 
though with little or no fruit. 

With the fair though not imposing talents I have 
mentioned, he was to his country and his family abso- 
lutely lost. His original design of pursuing the bar, 
which just lasted long enough to make it too late to 
pursue the army, was given up without trial: his small 
capital was sunk, in order to enlarge his small income, 
so as to defray the expense (and barely so) of the life 
he had chosen. 

To be the Duke of 's friend (he would have 

shuddered to be called his hanger on) contented his 
warmest ambition; because through it he enjoyed the 
gratifying privilege annexed to it (richer than gold,) of 
moving in the first circles. It was thus, and without 
blemish, except as to his total uselessness, that he pass- 
ed, or lost the best ten years of life. 

Had it not therefore been for the party he was in, 
a county ball was the last place in which I could have 
expected to meet him; but the footing he was upon 
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with the two noble families who headed the room, and 
the exclusive familiarity in which they indulged him, 
explained it at once. He had, in fact, accepted the 
invitation of Lady Grandborough, seconded by Lady 
Wilhelmina, to come down to help them to, what they 
called, satisfy the rustics, and /aire Vaimahle with them- 
selves; and as he had no county influence, this was 
equally agreeable to the Drelincourts, who rejoiced at 
meeting one of their own clique. 

Hence he was most exceedingly admired by the 
country heau monde, and though long past thirty, was 
estimated by all the ladies as not above five-and-twenty. 
He was, however, dead to all the inquiries which were 
made about him, and even the panegyrics upon his ap- 
pearance, and the exclamations which he everywhere 
heard of — ^''quite the man of fashion!'^ — "most exceed- 
ingly genteel," et caetera, et caetera. 

When I complimented him upon this, his smile of 
contempt was amusing; and as I did not come with 
either the Grandboroughs or the Drelincoui:ts, he won- 
dered, with a tone of fastidiousness, what the devil 
could have brought me there? 

When I told him I was always glad to witness peo- 
ple's happiness in whatever rank or class, and that I 
saw a great deal of it here, his affected shrug of amaze- 
ment prompted a laugh which did not seem to gratify 
him, but which I could not control. He told me, how- 
ever, that he had heard from Etheredge in town some- 
thing of a strange design I had, of making a tour, I did 
not know where, and with objects I did not knov^r what; 
and he only hoped I would publish my adventures; 
which he had alsp heard from Etheredge had been very 
successful in regard to country 'Squires, strollers, and 
other new characters. **I suppose," said he, "you have 
already slept in a barn, or dined with a gipsy under a 
hedge. 1 heard of you too at Oxford, where it was 
thought your monkish tastes would have induced you 
to take the cowl, as affording the very epitome of hap- 
piness." 

I took his raillery in good paft, and told him it would 
do him a great deal of good if he joined my expedition; 
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for I was sorry to think how much promise, in his in* 
stance, had evaporated in a round of occupations, on 
which he was thrown away. I did this to pique him, 
if I could, into something more active and less mono- 
tonous than the life he was leading; and I so far suc- 
ceeded, that he looked a little serious, and owned to me, 
as between friends, that he was somewhat tired of the 
pavi^ with all its charms. **They begin," he said, "like 
those of a faded beauty, who has outstood her calcu- 
lations, to want a little furbishing, or at least to assume 
some change of character, to be as interesting as they 
have been. 

**In this light," said I, "perhaps the barn or gipsy 
hedge might answer." 

He shook his head, and looking more anxious I 
thought than ever I had seen him, asked what possible 
attraction any one person we now saw could show, to 
induce a man accustomed to proper society to give one 
hour to their's. 

**It is barely suflferable," he s^id, "supported by our 
brilliant friends; but without whom, no man of any 
monde could ever mix in such a scene.'' 

When I told him that I had found that almost every 
character and situation furnished interest to an oh- 
server (some, Very great interest), and that some had 
inspired me with even liking and esteem, and bore a 
comparison with the best subjects in London, he made 
a face; and the Grandborough party beckoning him to 
go, he said he really gave me joy of a pursuit which 
would add so much to my fame as a man of fashion; 
then giving me his finger, and his arm to Lady Grand- 
borough, who seemed to have appropriated him to her- 
self, he wished me gobd night; — whispering, however, 
that probably he would see me in the morning. 



OR, SOCIETY. 11 



SECTION XV. 



"The art of the Court 
As hard to leave as keep: i^hose top to climb 
Is certain falling; or so slippery 
That the fear's as bad." 

Ctmbsline. 

The next morning I did not know whether to 
expect Fawknor or not ; bnt it seems he really wished 
to renew our conversation of the night before, on the 
objects and nature of my tour ; and though intrenched 
to the teeth in finery, still a gleam of something like 
his original mental tastes had now and then come over 
him, with a sort of tacit reproach, he said, at the idle- 
ness of his life, I found, however, that the reproach 
was at least of a mixed nature ; for though he did not 
confess it, it was easy to see much was on his mind, and 
even that he felt more straightened in his circumstances 
than when he first set out. What was ten thousand 
times worse, he seemed not so firm as he had been in 
the empire of bon ton. Many of his most leading 
associates had either abdicated their thrones, of their 
own accord, for more domestic occupations and inte- 
rests, or for politics ; or were afraid of being forced, 
like himself, to resign in favour of younger, more 
active, or more gifted candidate^? for the lead. They, 
therefore, some of them, made long tours abroad, like 
great actors sometimes, who, fearing they may 
have tired the town, seek renovation and freshness 
from absence. Others, feeling themselves really too 
old to struggle, had been fain to put up with a second 
rank, and had fairly retired from power. 

This of course more or less afiected many who had 
only moved in their orbits, and who, like my friend, 
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haying little from their own position or connexions to 
support them, trembled to think of the change which 
the loss of their allies might inflict This Fawknor 
had too much tact not to see, and he began to be 
a little uncomfortable from the reflection. He was 
eVen bordering upon the horror of being looked upon 
as a fi'devantjeune homme; the possibility of which, 
when he commenced his career, never entered Jiis 
contemplation . 

All this I gathered in the rather long interview I 
had with him. He did not, indeed ^ in terms reveal 
it, much less consult me about it. He was even pal- 
pably anxious not to allow me, if he could help it, to 
discover the real melancholy of his position. But 
vain is the effort to (disguise vanity. Under every 
aspect he could make the case assume, I saw, and saw 
soon, that his, perhaps, real contempt for the company 
he had condescended to mix with the preceding night, 
was any thing but the indication of a mind satisfied 
with itself. What he did confess showed much regret 
at his early mistakes, in being seduced by the dazzle 
of a life to which he was not born^ and for which, in 
truth, he was not by nature intended. He actually 
wished he had embraced a profession: an amazing 
concession, and indicating a yolume as to his real 
position. 

But the law, he said, was vulgarly filled, and the 
inns of court too unfashionably situated. The Church 
gave him no prospect but that of a country living, or, 
at best, a prebend in a provincial town. Physic was 
out of the question j commerce still more so; for the 
army he was too late; and office was too precarious. 
He was fond of letters, and wrote sentimental verses; 
but the constellation of genius that has so dazzled our 
modem experience, was too overpowering to give him 
much hope of shining as a poet; and, while he was 
more industrious in visiting the boudoirs of reigning 
ladies than the libraries of scholars, he could derive 
no substantial benefit, nor even reputation, from exer- 
tions in prose. It was thought he might have married 
richly; but he wished to marry highly, too; and while 



OR, SOCIETY. 13 

wives were limited to one in number, he could not do 
both. 

A Miss B. would have had him, but being only a 
rich contractor's daughter, he would not have htr. 
He was one of those, indeed, who wished to have the 
Lady Laura (already honourably mentioned); but she, 
from his want .of wealth, would not have him. 

All these not little mortifications and disappoint- 
ments I collected either directly, or by inference, 
from this memorable conversation j and I drew my 
own conclusions from it; certainly not favourable ones 
to the chances of happiness to that man who, in the 
plentitude of hope and the confidence of youth, repu- 
diates the beaten tracks of the world, in order to fol- 
low a meteor, which may dazzle for a moment, but 
, infallibly, in the end, leaves him in the mire. 

Having obtained thus much from himself, it may 
perhaps be convenient, in order not to revert to it 
again, to continue the story to its melancholy end. 

His reduced finances compelled him to open him- 
self to his friend, (he never allowed him to be a 
patron,) the Duke, whose friendship, however, was on 
the wane. By his interest he obtained the offer of a 
small place of 400/. a-year. But this requiring daily 
attendance in the city all the year round, it was re- 
jected with indignation, and almost with scorn. Ex- 
postulations followed ; the Duke was angry, reproached 
him with imprudence, and this kindling his natural 
courage into resentful expressions, the quarrel enpled, 
as all quarrels between unequals do, the weakest went 
to the wall. The noble Duke, confiding in his power, 
told him he had never known his place; which was 
the unkindest cut of all. From that hour this victim 
of false and foolish ambition never held up his head; 
but finding his whole reign over, and tha^t, if he did not 
voluntarily retire, he would be driven forcibly from 
his position, his spirit (pity it was not better directed,) 
could not brook it; and sad to say, he ended hia.lifQ 
by a voluntary death. 

His affecting picture of himself in the moment of 
contemplating this agonising catastrophe, I shall have 
3 
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occasion to mention hereafter; at present I proceed 
with the tour, on which, for a day or two, I had him 
for a companion. It did not last longer, and our very 
first rencontre showed how little he was fitted to ex- 
tract interest from common accidents, and made me 
think of the loss of both Willoughby and Blythfield 
with greater regret. 



SECTION XVI. 

A yiLI.Aa£ PHILOSOPHER. 



"O! this life 
Is nobler than attending f6r a check, 
Richer than doing nothing for a babe, 
Pjouder than rustling in unpaid-for silk." 

Cymbeline. 

Not far from Marlboroiigh we were joined by a 
ruddy-faced ^man, hi what is called good case. He 
had a good corporation; wore a good coat, good hat, 
and good boots; carried a whip, the handle of which 
was embossed with silver; and altogether had an air 
of plenty and contended importance, which denoted 
happiness,— the object of my search. He saluted us, 
which was of course returned; but, to Fawkhor's evi- 
dent-horror, hjB began to be eloquent upon the weather, 
the price of corn, and of flannel; the Game and Poor 
Laws; and various other usual and legitimate subjects 
which bring people together when jogging on the same 
high-road, without the necessity of introduction. 

Poor Fawknor could not conceal his annoyance; 
^ich was not lessened by perceiving that I was rather 
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disposed to encourage than check the intrusibn; and 
he entreated me in French to get rid of our companion^ 
ca&te qui coHte. But we had to do with a stout yeo- 
man, who would not so easily he evaded; and who, 
moreover, had a curiosity, seeing our grooms and port- 
manteaus, to know who we Vere, whither bound, and 
where from. 

His first questions were to Fawknor, from whose 
predetermined silence he could extract nothing; so he 
betook himself to me. 

"Fine doings last night, Sir, at the ball!** 

*^Yes! were you there?'* 

*^No; but I allowed my daughter to go with a cousin 
of her's, who lives in the town, and she gave me a co- 
mical account." 

**I should like to know what," said I, which made 
Fawknor look moody ^ 

*<Why, she said there were two or three great fami- 
lies that rather spoilt it at first, for that the small ones 
did not know how to proceed — no how — till they all 
got jumbled together; and then it did pretty well; but 
that it would have been better if they had been all 
great, or all little. To which,'* says I, 'Hhere you are 
right, my girl; for it's always awkward and unlucky 
when people, whether high or low, don't know, or 
don't keep to their places." 

»*That shows a great deal of observation on your 
part," said I. 

"Why, I thank God," replied he, "I Can look as far 
into a millstone as another; and' I can generally find 
out who are content, and who not, with what they are 
about." 

"I am glad to think," said I, "from your appearance, 
that you are one of the contented." 

^*I have no reason to be otherwise," returned he; 
<Hhe world has gone pretty well with me, and I pretty 
well with the world; and I generally find, that where 
people are discontented with their lot, it is pretty 
much their own fault — they are either too high or too 
low for their callings. " 
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"Good, again/' said I, "and I suppose you have 
practical proof of if 

"Why, there is our rector," he returned, ("you will 
pass through the parish about a mile farther;) he is 
very good, and learned, ahd I believe deserves a much 
better living, or a deanery, and, indeed, is already a 
king's chaplain; but all this makes him, I fear, above 
our poor place. Then on t'other side, he has got a 
poor cui*ate, very good, too, in his way, but, I think, 
not good enough to be a teacher and a preacher. ^ In 
short, though humility is a fine thing, particularly in a 
clergyman, I don't like to see a divine hale-fellow- 
well-met with th©' driver of a dung-cart, or higler, and 
going about as shabby and dirty a3 they; a ^ing in- 
deed, God help them! which they cannot prevent, but 
he can.^' 

"All this is very true," I observed, "and no doubt 
your village profits by your good sense. I wish all 
gentlemen who reside in the country were like you." 
"I am no gentleman,'' replied he, bowing, however, 
at the compliment, which, for the first time, produced 
something like interest in my companion; and, as I 
looked surprised,.our new acquaintance went on: "No! 
I will not pretend to be what I am not. That would 
contradict all my maxims I have just laid down. No! 
I am no gentleman, but, as I am classed in the jury 
summonses, a yeoman, — being, in factn a farmer, and, 
thank God, well to do; and Dr. Courtown, our rector, 
is not above consulting me on all parish business, and 
sometimes of things higher than thaf 

"Politics, I suppose," said I, "as all the world are 
now politicians." 

"You have hit it. Sir." 

"And what may be your's and the Doctor's?'' I 
asked." 

"Why, pretty much what we have been talking of: 
every man in his place, and then no danger of being 
tumbled down, but all in order. I have often proved 
this of an evening, at the Fighting Cocks, where we 
have sometimes a friendly meeting, — by asking my 
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brother-farmers what we should do if every ploughman 
was to be master, or angry that he was not so." 

"That, I suppose, was admitted by all?" 

*^Not quite/' returned he; ^*for when the curate is 
there, he has a strange, wild notion, that all should 
take it in turn, and be sometimes master, sometimes 
servant." 

"And no doubt," added I, ^^sometimes rectors, 
sometimes curates." 

•*Wits jump," observed my companion, wit^ some 
glee, ''for that's precisely what I tell him; and then I 
get a laugh against him, but no animosity. '^ 

"You seem,'' said I, "to be very happy in your 
village. Your neighbours and yourself, and what you 
recount, are better than many ambitious scenes in 
higher life." 

"Yet I own," said he, "I am not without ambition; 
only it's in my own way, and within my own com- 
pass: if I went out of that, I should perhaps be, and 
deserve it top, one of the discontented. But I had a 
wise father, God rest him, though not a rich one; and 
when I was a mere lad he gave me a lesson about 
climbing above my reach, which I never forgot, though 
the cause of it was trumpery enough. But it made me 
observe, that wise people can draw instruction out of 
almost nothing." ; 

"May we not know your lessoh?" said I. 

"It will, perhaps, not amuse you,** returned he; 
"but it was this: I had been used to wear a snug, flat 
cap, with which I could run in and out of our low door 
without^Stopping or stooping. All of a sudden I took 
to want a high-crowned hat, for no other reason thau 
that the 'Squire's steward's son, about my own age, had 
one. My father objected, because he said I was not 
used to it, and it would not suit me in my work. I 
got it, however, and the very first day I wore it, run- 
ning as usual, quick through the door-way, I encoun- 
tered a cross-beam, which gave me a sad knock oh the 
head, split my hat in two, and laid me senseless on the 
ground. «There, Dick,' said my father, when I came 
to myself, «did I not tell you tha* a high crown, to one 
2* 
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not used to it, was always an evil?' The blow onmy 
head was soon forgotten, but my father's observation, 
never. Still I think ambition not a bad thing, if we 
are not like the frog in the fable, and do not. long for 
things out of our reach." 

"And pray," asked I, "may I know the nature of 
your ambition?" 

*<No objection," returned he. ^*You see, barring 
the rector, and I think I ought to say the curate, seeing 
that he is in holy orders, though I feel equal to him in 
argument, and far better off as to the world: I am, I 
may say, at the top of the parish. ^* 

<*Is there no 'Squire?" 

"Yesf but he scarcely ever comes near us— never to 
the Fighting Cocks. Now, there, though I do not 
push for it, they all seem to think I ought to be the 
first (indeed, I pay far the largest rent of all); and no 
one will take the great leather arm-chair in the room 
behind the bar, till they know whether I am eomiug 
or not; and this I know they do, because I do not pre- 
tend to it as my right; and whenever the Rev. Mr. 
Codling the curate comjes, I give it up, to him, though 
I may have been seated half an hour. This I do ac- 
cording to my maxim I have mentioned, of every one 
to his pjace,-and not beyond it." 

*'But should the 'Squire chance to come?" said I. 

<*He would be immediately put in the chair, and we 
glad to do it, but there is no chance of it at all." 

<*W-hy?" 

<*His Lady says it is vul^r; and yet even she 
might be the better for knowing how to keep her 
place.'' - , 

"Pray who was she?" 

"The daughter of old Grains the brewer, at Marl- 
borough; as good a man as ever stepped. But though 
the match was thought great for her, and at first she 
was very contented, yet ever since Lady Grrandbo- 
rough has visited her, they^say she has been unhappy; 
for though she turned off all her old tradesmen at Marl- 
borough, and had every thing from London, she says 
Felix Hall can never be like Grandborough. Now, I 



OR, SOCI£TT. 19 

may as well be unhappy too, because ray farm at Ra- 
venscroft cannot be like Felix Hall." 

"Lady Grandborough, then, visits Felix Hall?" 

*<Why, yes; once in two or three years, just before 
election time; for you see, our 'Squire always supports 
my Lord's friend." 

**Upon my word," said I, **I wish many great peo- 
ple, or those who think themselves so, would take the 
lesson you give; for which I for one am greatly obliged 
to you. But may we not know who it is (we had now 
come to the village) that< has made the last mile so 
pleasant?" 

**Farmer Bigg," said he, *'at your service," and he 
touched his hat; then turning in at a gate which led 
through a lane to a cheerful farm-house, he thanked us 
for letting him keep company so far^ and soon disap- 
peared. 

"This is the best lesson I have heard for a long 
while," said I io poor Fawknor, on whoiti, though he 
had not opened his lips, it was by no means thrown 
away. I saw it in many turps of his countenance, 
though he did what he could to disguise it, and was 
rather annoyed at my reiterated praise of the observing 
yeoman's good sense; and when I pushed the matter 
with him, he said with some spleen, that he did not 
think I could be so taken with mere commonplace, and 
that I reminded him of what Ben Johnson once said of 
a farmer who had been sharp upon him, that he had 
never been so pricked by a hob-nail before. Never- 
theless, I could plainly perceive that farmer Bigg's 
sermon had had some effect upon my friend, — who 
from having been chatty and disposed to be amused 
before we met him, fell into musing, which, hoping it 
might possibly give a turn to his sickly mind^ I was 
pareful not to disturb; 
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SECTION XVII. 



"Gods! "what lies I have teard, 

Our courtiers say all's savage but at court; 

Ezperiencei O ! thou disprov'st report." 

Ctmbeums. 

A PE^ milfes', ride prepared him better for our visit 
to BIythfield, whom f had apprised of our intentioti the 
day before, and in sight of whose house we were now 
arrived. It was situated, as he had . described, very 
i^ear the road; which Fawknor declared was a sole- 
cism in good tdste; quite agreeing with Lady Grand- 
borough, that it was an absolute vulgarity. 

"But from your ^iccount," added he, "he must be a 
man of general low tastes; and with his connexions 
and pretensions to mix^ with high and elegant society, 
to bury himself like a hog in his straw, I should think 
he was as unwilling as unable to enjoy anything bet- 
ter. With submission, indeed, I should guess he was 
one of that numerous tribe of enviers of the higher 
orders, who aflTect to neglect, because they are not 
noticed by them." 

"He gaye me no such idea," said I; "and do not 
let us judge him without trial. His undoubted birth 
and original breeding gives him the fullest right to be 
enrolled in the ranks of fashion, if he please." 

"We shalPsee," said Fawknor, And we dismounted 
at the house-door. . This was really what I have called 
it — a door, for it was ijot a gateway, nor was there a 
court-yard. It opened almost at once upon a public 
walk of lymes and sycamores, from which it was only 
separated by a low paling. But the house had an am- 
ple range of many windows, showing good rooms com- 
manding the walk, with gardens behind and at each 
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end. This, and an immense brass knocker kept very 
bright, efiectually did away the notion of a prouder 
lord-of-manor mansion, in the midst of inclosures which 
hide it from the profane. I saw Fawknor's thought 
of it, by the toss of his chin when he alighted. We 
were conducted^ however, through a -tolerably spa- 
cious hall, into a long drawing-room, set out with old 
fashioned, high-backed, b^t welUstutfed chairs, covered 
with needle-work of very bright worsted, at least a 
century old. It was lined with an ample white wains- 
cot, which might have looked cold, but that it was 
clothed all over with most respectable family pictures; 
for, as I have said, Blythfield was of no ^mean descent. 
At the upper end was one by Sir Joshua, purporting to 
be the Lady Matilda Blythfield, daughter of the Earl 
of Grandborough, 1770. This was Blythficld's mother; 
and her lace lappets, ruffles, and cloak, with many dia- 
monds and rubies on her fingers, gave an additional 
lustre to the richness of the colouring. It nltogetber 
bespoke a portrait of nobility. As . we went further 
back in point of time, other Grandboroughs and many 
Blythfields challenged our notice; the dresses changing 
with the age, till we got from the velvet coats and 
swords of Hudson, through the flowing draperies of Sir 
Godfrey, to the mantles, cjose vests, and j^uifs, and 
wide-mouthed, untanned boots of Vandyck. . 

'•There is something in this,'' said I to my compa- 
nion^ as we w^re kft ^Ipn^ till the master shouW 
appear. c 

'^Certainly not so Hottentot as I imagined," answer^id 
he: ^*it is something to be so well descended;" and I 
thought he gave a sort of sigh as he said this. ''It only, 
however, moves one^s. wonder, that a man of such fa- 
mily, and so presentable every where^ should shut him- 
self up in such a place, and take to such a way of life 
as this." 

'*Come," said I, *'the place is no such bad place; and, 
as to the life, let every man judge for himself. It would 
be bard if no man coi|ld be happy out of a drawing 
room, or nowhere but at Windsor or St. James's." 

''It would so,*' returned he, crossing his arms with a 
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significant motion of his head; but further discussion 
was interrupted by the entrance of the master, who 
welcomed us to Welbourne. 

Immediately, however, pulling out his watch, he 
observed, that we should have barely time to dress for 
dinner, "which," said he, "old bachelor like, I never 
allow to wait for any body, not even for two gentle- 
men, who, I know, are-the pink of the mode." 

*'Both commonplace and ungracious this," said Fawk- 
nor, "when we were shown to our rooms: "yet I sup- 
pose he prides himself on this bluntness, as he despises 
the pink of the mode." 

"Try him a little further," said I, "before you con- 
demn him." 

"This at least is not bad," observed Fawknor, point- 
ing to a really rich toilette covered with the finest japan 
and filigree plate, a superb mirror, and a bed of the 
richest crimson danlask; "no doubt," continued Fawk- 
nor, "not his own taste, but probably his mother's; and 
she, you know, was a Grand borough.^' 

At these words I heft him to dress with as little delay 
as possible; and, in efifect, we got into the dining-room 
almost in company with the dinner itj^lf. Our domes- 
tics were but two, — all, he said, that he could ma- 
nage, — indeed, all that were necessary for so small a 
party. They were irt blue coats, and long-flapped 
waistcoats, both trimmed with white and yellow livery 
lace, which gave them a most respectable and even 
rich appearance. We also ate off plate, and there 
were huge embossed tankards and waiters on the side- 
board, which had a costly effect, not at all lost upon 
Fawknor. 

A venerable old Spaniard of a pointer had walked 
into the room^ith us, and took up his dignified re^t 
(for such it was,) at his master's right hand — receiv- 
ing what was now and then offered him with tranquil 
gravity, but not at all incommoding any-body with im- 
portunity. 

"I allow this gentleman," said Blythfield, "to be my 
companion, to teach me nianners, in case T should for- 
get them. You see he has all the dignity of his coun- 
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try; not at all the coxcombry of a petit maitre poodle, 
but, by nature as well as name, a Spanish Don." 

Fawknor, to be polite, said he believed he might 
have a worse companron ; 'but unfortunately he added, 
''especially in a place so distant from all resort of the 
good company you have been used to:'* — and he wound 
up with a compliment really meant, iipon the resources 
he must have within bimself, to guard against ennui. 

"Mr. Fawknor/' returned my landlord, "I am obliged 
to you for what you no doubt intend as a civility; I 
could exjpect no less from one of your breeding; but, if 
you please, 1 will not accept df a compliment at the 
expense of my honest neighbours, \y^ho are all as good, 
and enjoy their lives quite as well as myself." 

As he said this in perfect good-humour, in order to 
draw him out a little, I observed, **but you must allow 
with all this, that you live out of the world." 

"How obscure is that word!" returned he; "and if we 
asked its real meaning, who would be found to agree in 
any particular definition of it? There is the fashiona- 
ble world, which, I suppose, is yours, but not mine; 
there is the common world, which is mine, and not 
yours; there is the political world, which is neither 
yours nor mine; there is the sporting world, the musi- 
cal, the commercial, the learned world, et castera, et 
•caetera. Now, though all of these have inhabitants, 
none will allow that any but themselves live i\x the 
world. By the way, I wish our late companion Wil- 
loughby, whom we parted with at Marlborough, had 
come with you. I do love that fellow, and he would 
give us some knowledge of what the world is; for, from 
his wandering life, no one has seen more of it." 

"You," said I, rather amused, and looking through 
an immense window close to the road^ "at least see a 
great deal of the world." 

"Yesi all the stage coaches, certainly," replied he, 
^'and all other vehicles proceeding to and from Bath; 
though I am afraid (looking at Fawknor, who seemed 
to sit in silent resignation), this gentleman may think, 
with his friend Lady Grandborough, that is but vulgar 
amusement." 
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"I can tliink nothing vulgar," returned Fawknor, 
(looking round him at the family pictures with an air 
of somewhat stiff politeness), **m a gentleman so well 
descended/^ 

'^Why, yes!'' replied our host, "a good descent is, in 
my creed, sometimes a good thing, especially as it gives 
one but verj Ijttle trouble. It i«, in these equalizing 
days, rather rudely treated; but if it only kept one 
from shabby thoughts and ghabby actions, I,, for one, 
would ever uphold it There," said he, turning to one 
of his kinsmen of the house of Douglas, an oflScer in a 
naval uniform, with a ship on fire in the back-ground, 
**what Douglas would prove recreant, if it were possi- 
ble for any of that gallant name to think of being so, 
when he remenribered his ancestor at Chatham, who, 
when his ship was on fire, exclaimed, 'a Doiiglas never 
was known to quit liis post!' and chose rather to be 
blown up, as you see, though he might have escaped," 

Fawknor could not help approving this unexpected 
remarkf for unexpected it was; but he could not at the 
same time conceal a look of surprise, though checked 
by that repose of good breeding which proscribes all 
display of astonishment, let what will be the cause. 

"Blythfield, who, undef his plain and rather blunt 
manner, possessed, as we hav6 seen, a great deal of 
ehrewdness, noticed this. 

**What!" said he, "I suppose your and my friend 
Lady Grandborough has tola you that I am a bear, and 
a plebeian, because I wear this old-fashioned coat, and 
like my old-fashioned life at Welbourne, better than 
hers at Grandborough. But I often tell her (and she 
does not like m^d the better for it), that I am the old 
coHirtier of the Queen, who, 'like a wise man, keep 
mjrbelf within my own bounds;' she — 

"Anew fangled Lady that is dainty, nice, and spare, 
Whd never knew what belonged to good, housekeeping or care, 
Whose new fashioned hall built where the old one stood, 
Is hung with new pictures that do the poor no good. 
And fihe marble cnimneys wherein bums neither coal nor wood.'** 

• Old and young Courtier. 
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This allusion to his misfortunes in his cold visit to 
Grandborough, so feelingly described a day or two be- 
fore, amused me, and I accused him of bearing malice; 
to which he. assented. But Fawknor thinking it right 
to defend his puissant ally, could not see how Lady 
Grandborough was to blame for living Jike other ladies 
of her quality ; and that, for one, he must be permitted 
both to approve and admire her tastes. 

" My dear Sir,'' replied Blythfield, eying him with 
something of caustic scrutiny, "approve and admire her 
and her tastes as much as you please. Do not suppose 
that I blame my Lady cousin for the life she leads, or 
the manner in which she spends her husband's money. 
If she choose to lie a-bed all day, instead of only till 
twelve o'clock ; or, being herself a mushroom, resolve 
to visit nobody under the wife of a Knight of the Garter; 
or have' twenty poodle dogs instead of one, for her com- 
panions; if that is her happiness, I cannot be so silly or 
so impertinent as to blame her. Only give me leave in 
my turn, to live the life I like, and avoid what I dis- 
like, though others may find hers a heaven." 

"Certainty," said Fawknor, looking a little discon- 
certed, but soon resuming his tone, "every one has a 
right to his tastes, however they many differ, and 
whether high or low ; the question is as to the nature 
of those tastes.*' , 

Here he stopped, thinking he had said enough. 

" But with all possible deference to your refinement," 
returned Blythfield, ** that can never be the question ; 
for no one can ever by argument fix a taste, or force a 
man to like or dislike any thing he is not inclined to 
like or dislike. All I contend for is the power of being 
a quiz, if I please, without being laughed at ; or, if I 
am, to have liberty to laugh in my turn at those I think 
greater quizzes than myself. The truth is, there can 
be no superiority of one man over another, in any 
thing, merely conventional, unless he belong to the same 
clique, and acknowledge the same laws, customs, and 
sovereigns. Lady Grandborough has, I know, said, that 
I like to live among blackguards, and I, with as much 
reason, assert that her Ladyship likes to live among^ 
3 
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fi>olfl ; but I mean not by this, what I know not to be 
true, that all her Ladyship's friends are fools, or that 
all ladies of quality are Lady Grand boroughs." 

" Both would be wrong,'* I observed, fearing a breach 
of the peace; for I saw something like incipient con- 
tempt and indisposition kindling in Fawknor, and cer- 
tainly no inclination in mine host to yield to his fine 
visitor. 

We bad now left the dining-room, and a well ap- 
pointed, well painted Bath coach came rattling by, 
loaded inside and out, to its fullest capacity ; but its four 
superb horses, their skins dazzling with sleekness and 
good grooming, made nothing of it, and it absolutely 
smoked along the road with very little exertion. They 
gave nothing but pleasure to the blooming coachman, 
and evidently delighted a dozen of jolly outsides. Ob- 
serving we were at the windows, coachey pulled off his 
h.at with great reverence, which was returned by Blyth- 
field with a {sotto voce, as if to himself,) *• How are you, 
Matt.l" This was not unobserved by Fawknor, nor 
was the impression it made upon him lost upon Blyth- 
field-r*who said to him, "I see all you think of me for 
this unseemly condesceni^ion, — which would banish me 
for ever from the Sqqares of London ; but you would 
not, I am sure, cut an old friend." 

Fawknor rather reddened at the surmise. ** You do 
not, perhaps, know, that I too am a brother of the 
whip, and have sometimes driven that very coach, with 
that very Matt, for my instructor, who, therefore, sa- 
lutes the house whenever he passes, whether I am at 
the window or not You see, too, what a gay thing 
the whole is ; how many happy faces were enjoying 
their jolly trip, in the buxom air, with pleasant fields 
on each side, to say nothing of those glorioqs animals 
who seemed themselves to participate in the cheerful- 
ness, and certainly, though so loaded, gave no sign of 
ennuu" 

•' 1 never thought any body could be so eloquent," 
said I, " upon a stage-coach, and wonder less than ever 
at the sign I so frequently see, of the coach and horses ; 
still less now, at your taste for a house so near the road. 
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Yet I should tbink dust and noise might incommode joa 
enough to make you sometimes wish for the retirement 
you so dislike in a park." 

Fawknor observed he was just going to make the 
same remark. 

**As to the dust," replied he, "you saw none just 
now; and if you will examine, you will find the whole 
road watered like a summer garden. Noise, indeed, 
is not always agreeable; yet that which indicates the 
cheerfulness of the heart, — those brats for instance, 
how running home from their evening school, — I can 
manage to bear; nay, if I have been a Ipng time alone, 
can find pleasure in it; but if not^ it is only shifting my 
quarters to another room, where a garden and quiet 
are ready to greet me." 

To this I replied, <<You have studied the matter, I 
see, and I have no more to say; but it should seem from 
your own account, that company now and then is a 
treat." 

"You are perfectly right," he replied; "and the plea- 
sure yours give me, at this moment, proves it." 

This was so well timed, and accompanied with an air 
so naturally easy, that Fawknor himself was struck 
with it, and began to give BIythfield credit for some- 
thing like innate, though not acquired, suavity of man- 
ners. 

"Thanking you for your politeness,'^ said T, "this visit 
of ours, you know, was merely accidental; and I should 
fear, with all your taste for simple life and manners, a 
companion of your own calibre would only do good. I 
should be glad to know your secret to pass whole days 
without suitable conversation." 

"My secret is very simple," he replied; "for, exclusive 
of books, 1 am never at fault for want of company to 
converse with. I converse with myself, and have often 
enough, and too much of my subject. I have a thou- 
sand evils, and ten thousand weaknesses and imper- 
fections, to probe, sift, understand, and, if possible, cor- 
rect. Things that one cannot detect in a crowd, strike 
us forcibly when alone; there is then no diversion from 
truth, no'dravidng ofiTof the witnesses against one's self. 
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no disguise, because no necessity for one; but all naked, 
unsophisticated reality, cited to, and examined at, the 
bar of conscience. If to know ourselves, therefore, be 
the first precept, to be alone in order to do so, is the 
second." 

Both Fawknor and myself were struck with the em- 
phatic and rather raised manner in which he uttered 
these words, and we both mentally asked the same 
question — can this be Lady Grandborough's vulgar re- 
lation? V 

"There is a pleasure, however," continued he, "to 
those accustomed to be alone, not easy to be understood 
by those who are not, and of which we ourselves are 
only most sensible wh'en we are interrupted: I mean> 
when we feel that we are monarchs of all we survey, 
and have no rivals near the throne, though the throne . 
be Only the fireside or the arm-chair. To feel that we 
may roam at pleasure from one room to another, or up 
and down the same room, without annoying or being 
annoyed by anybody; that we may indulge whatever 
train of thought we please, and even give liberty to 
that thought by talking to one's self, if one likes it; and 
all this secure from what infallibly breaks the enchant- 
ment — the mere eye, much more the tongue of an in- 
truder, even though a friend. This, I say, is more real 
enjoyment, though under a fancied monotony, than 
many a devotee of company is able to conceive. But 
when you have had your fill of all this, and wander out 
of doors for a change, every step you take, every breath 
you breathe, and every face you meet, is fraught with 
something of pleasantness, which those who live always 
in a crowd are doomed never to taste." 

"Well described," said I; "but these are your morn- 
JDgs. You dine early, and I should fear your evenings 
hung heavy." 

"They pass quicker than the rest of the day," said 
he, "though I can scarcely to myself tell how. Certain- 
ly they pass more imperceptibly than under "the re- 
straints, of company; — which, let them, or the dinner, 
foe ever so good, I have always wished at an end, and 
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boked often at the clock, long before the wished-for 
relief of the carriages has come." 

"This seems perfectly savage," said I; and I looked 
at Fawknor, who seemed perfectly to agree with me; 
but Blythfield only laughed at our surprise. When I 
intreated him, however, to finish the description of his 
day, he said, "Faith, I am almost ashamed^ not be- 
cause I fear being laughed at, but because I have no 
right to the selfish but delightful indulgences which the 
total abstraction from the restraints of the world confer 
upon one that can suffice to himself." 

^•^For heaven's sake let us hear these indulgences!" 

<<You will be disappointed," said he; "there can be 
no want of companions while there are books." 

^^ After dinner, then, is your time for study: and 
what are your subjects'?" 

^'Almost always the world. I never could dive into 
the abstruser sciences; as Gray once said, ^I am not a 
metaphysician, and have not the eyes of a cat, to see 
in the dark; nor a mathematician, with those of an 
eagle, to see in too much light. But the world! men! 
manners! human nature! These. charm me in all de- 
scriptions of them, of which, thank Heaven, excellent, 
just, witty, amusing, instructive, there is no want 
With these for my associates, I can want no conversa- 
tion to give zest to my wine after dinner." 

^<But your authors! We shall get at your tastes and 
objects by them. I suppose Hume, and Adam Smith, 
and Montaigne, or La Bruy^re; perhaps the Spec- 
tator!" 

"Nothing so didactic. That would be preaching over 
one's liquor, which is not to my taste; but Le Sage and 
your namesake are held by me in the highest honour; 
to say nothing of Humphrey Clinker^ or some other 
such book (if any such can be found of equal fidelity 
and humour). This, though ever so solitary, transports 
me back into the world, without the trouble of being in 
it; it makes me laugh ak>ud, though by myself; and I 
should be glad to know of you gentlem^nof that world, 
how many men there are in it, besides yourselves, that 
could prove half such entertaining companions^" 
3* 
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This was a hit we could not parry; so I asked what 
other authors he had besides. 

••There is Sir Walter/' returned he. 

*'The best of all," I observed. "I see you want no 
company; I only fear we are in the way: but pray go 
on with the account " 

<*I have little more to tell," said he. "I call for 
coffee; perhaps I compose an essay — a bad one, I grant 
you, but as nobody sees it, no matter; perhaps I com* 

Eose myself to sleep, — to which I sometimes am invited 
y neither more nor less than the rhythm of that high 
clock, whose pendulum has given me many adoze; for 
its lulling witchery (as I may call it,) has <^ten soothed 
me like the lullaby of a child, and made my sleep 
almost as sweet. But of this, I see by your laughing, 
you are unworthy; and, indeed, I am not surprised at 
it; — for I must tell you, if you have not yet discovered 
it, that these day-sleeps can only be really enjoyed by 
those who have no cajees or hankerings after the world; 
and, above all, who have nothing on their consciences 
— no quarrel with themselves." 

I almost felt reproved by this serious ending of the 
philosopher ef ease, who certainly knew very well how 
to cure our disposition to laugh at him,^ if we had it. I 
entreated him, therefore, to go on. 

••Well," said he, ••! rise refreshed for a walk, which 
only ends with twilight; and with none but thy thoughts 
for my companions; which, if I find them worth record- 
ing, I commit to paper: and so to bed." 

^oth Favvknor and myself bowed our thanks; and 
for once, I said, I should be among his enviers; though 
I feared I should not be believed in Mayfair, if I told 
what I sincerely thought of his way of life. 

The evening closed in, after a walk in a very odori- 
ferous and prolific garden, which surrounded three 
parts of the house; and as Fa'wknor was to start early 
in the morning to rejoin the Grandborough party, 
BIythfield said it would be good for his health if, £br 
once, be went to bed at eleven o'clock. 

His butler then apjpearlng with ar pair of massive 
candlesticks and bougies, preceding our steps, our host 
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himself conducted us to our rooms, as he said his father 
and grandfather had always made a rule of doing when 
distinguished strangers did him the honour to visit him. 
He then took leave of Fawknor, thanking him for the 
favour he had conferred upon him, with an air, and in 
a tone of self-possession, amounting almost to dignity; 
which evidently gave my companion something like 
surjprise. 

Left alone with him previous to my retiring, "I won- 
der," said I, "what your report will be to the Grand- 
boroughs of their cousin: I should like to know." 

"Jt is difficult to say," returned he, "for I know it 
not myself. There seem so many contrasts in the man, 
of bluntness and ceremony; of excellent feeling and 
abrupt chiding; of almost dignity and almost vulgarity; 
that 1 shall be puzzled what to say. I am inclined to 
feel with Lady Grandborough about him, yet cannot 
fairly oppose her husband's opinion, which is all in his 
favour." 

•*I own," said I, "that though he may be pUifi? I see 
nothing ill-bred or vulgar in him; but, on the contrary, 
something that betokens the consciousness of being a 
man of quality, though of the old school, and not of 
town-breed. Perhaps, too, I may with him reject Lady 
Grandborough as a judge; as I would all ladies not born 
to their rank. At any rate you will allow that he has 
sense and observation, and seems perfectly happy." 

"As happy,'* returned Fawknor, "as a man with such 
exceedingly mediocre tastes can perhaps be. But to 
what does that amount?" 

"You could not, then, be as happy yourself in the 
same situation?" 

"Certainly not," said he, with some disdain at my 
question, "nor any other man of any consequence what- 
ever." ♦ 

'•Excuse me," said I, "if I think that there is a cer- 
tain degree of fashion even about him* Not that iha( 
constitutes the happiness he enjoys." ' 

"FashionP' exclaimed Fawknor, "ridiculous!" 

"He is well born!" 

"So much the worse." 



32 FIELDINOI 

'^There is a sert of grandeur in his livingP* 

"So there is in the lord mayor's." 

"My good friend, I wish you were a Duke, and 
never out of Grosvenor Square." 

"I wish so, too," said he; and with this we wbhed 
one another good night. 

Alas! I never saw poor Fawknor morel 
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"Weigh "What convenience, both of time and meani*, 
May ^t us to oar shape." 

Hamlbt. 

The next morning I found my new friend, whose 
ways and humour had hegun to interest me more and 
more, in his woollen gown and thick slippers, traversing 
a better sort of basse cour^ set round with. the neastest 
offices. He had a basket in his hand, which was no 
sooner perceived by at least a hundred fowls, and as 
many pigeons from an old fashioned dovecot, than they 
beset him, not in vain, for the contents of his basket. 
It was soon emptied; and the contents, sometimes 16ng 
and'bloody, sometimes momentary, to obtain the corn, 
gave him, he said, an excellent illustration of the right 
of the strongest. 

As he saw me rather surprised, both at his appear- 
ance and employment — '*It is my amusement,'^ said he, 
"and though a tame one, not without its interest. You 
see I have the true Dorking breed, and am not a little 
envied for my success. I know I have been quizzed 
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for this behind my back, by the dear GraDdborougbs; 
but I tell them it is all envy; at which my Lady sets up 
her toss of contempt, (totally forgetting the butler and 
coach-horse of Lady Teazel,) and is angry with her 
Lord foe only laughing when I call these pleasures of 
mine natural, theirs artificial. This is generally," added 
he, "my first employment in the mornings except one; 
and hoping for your as^st^nce at that, I deferred it; 
but, remember, I press nobody into the service." 

By this I understand him to mean prayers, and I of 
course assented* The congregation was merely the 
household; — very orderly and serious, and plainly dressed; 
save the housekeeper, a good lady, who, as there was 
company, had put on a silk gown for the honour of the 
house: for which, as Blythfield told me, he afterwards 
rated her well. The two men who had had on their 
state-liveries the day before, now appeared in thickset 
frock coats and waistcoats; and the upper one enacted 
the part of clerk most sonorously. 

We none of us, I believe, ate the worse breakfast for 
these our devotions; and being new to it, it impressed 
me a good deal, if only with a view to the content it 
seemed to diffuse over the whole mhiagef which I noted 
as a happy one. , 

I would have left Blythfield after breakfast, but h^ 
so pressed me to stay another day, that I complied* 

*'I have not half iniated you," said he, "into the mys- 
teries of this new life; for new it must be to you. And, 
besides, I have hopes of you; which is more than I can 
say of your fine companion, who, I suppose, only came 
to spy out the nakedness of the land, and is at this mo- 
ment, no doubt, paying his court to my lady cousin, by 
describitig the Arcturus he has seen. I observed his 
horror at finding my house elbowed by neighbours, inr 
stead of rearing itself, like Grandborough, in tho mag- 
nificent solitude of a park. Now to me, this vicinity to 
others is what recommends it. I do not want to be out 
of the world because I liye in the country. If my 
neighbours are respectable, and exhibit neatness, cheer- 
fulness, and ease in their dwellings, it does not annoy, it 
rather adds to my content, to see theirs. In this we'but 
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follow the foundation of all true taste, Nature, — who 
certainly never meant us fop solitary animals, like beasts 
of prey. My grandeur, therefore, is not at all diminish- 
ed because I have other fellow creatures besides ser- 
vants within ken. And yet, after all, you see they are 
not so close as to interrupt or overlook us in the smallest 
degree; my garden is as sacred as if it were a hundred 
miles off. To be sure I see other chimneys smoking 
besides my own; and as the evening advances, I see light 
after li^ht illuminating my neighbours* houses; every 
one indicating that there are friends and inhabitants at 
hand; which is, at least, a comfortable idea." 

I agreed to this, and reminded him, not without a 
cordial assent, that every poet and landscape gardener, 
the most fastidious, had always^enumerated this among 
the features of taste. 

"Why, say what we will,'* replied he, "as we are 
men, all signs of habitation by our fellow men must be 
pleasing. Even, on the score of protection alone, (though 
I am not much afraid in these days,) I prefer," said he, 
"the proximity of neighbours, to a desert; — ^which I call 
all places, however beautiful, where there are none. 
In former days every lone house was obliged to be a 
castle, to save throats from being cut. In these times 
that is not necessary; but we know the empire which 
imagination holds over reason, and we are delighted 
sometimes with just so much idea of danger as may 
make us feel pleasure in thinking we are safe. Now, 
where there are neighbours, this is our case; where 
pone, we cannot always prevent the thought, at least of 
helplessness, from intruding; and this is seated so deep in 
the very frame of our minds, that it forms a principal 
ingredient in the philosophy of agreeable or disagree- 
able sensations." 

"I allow this," said I, "for when I have traversed a 
vast heath, with no inhabitants but those of a solitary 
hovel or two, I have felt refreshed, I had almost said 
comforted, by a sddden approach to a hamlet, ever so 
small; and if a single house, as it sometimes does, has 
uplifted itself to the eye, I have blessed myself that I 
was not bom to live in it Still»" I told him, "I feared 
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that while the theory appeared good^ the practice con- 
demned it; for all were fond of burying themselves in se- 
clusion. Even the citizen in his box is never satisfied 
till he has planted and palisaded himself from the eye 
of the passing worljj." 

'•That is," returned he, "because the citizen at the 
two-mile-stone has too much of a good thing. Where he 
quite out of the world, or only as we are here, he would 
not do 80. Barring these exceptions I think your theory 
and practice are in general re versed j for do we not see 
the owners of the most magnificent seclusions become 
mere birds of passage, instead of attached inhabitants? 
Are they not forced to call in the aid of powerful rein- 
forcements of visitorsT Or if they cannot procure these, 
do they not fly to watering-places for relief! I, who 
never liked living in a crowd, could neither bear that^ 
nor its contrast— solitude. I tlierefore, after some years* 
trial, let a fine but lonely family mansion, (for which I 
was thought a curmudgeon by the good-natured world,) 
and settled myself here, where I enjoy my life, such as it 
isi far more to my satisfaction." 

^^But the sameness," observed I, "of looking always 
upon the same buildings." 

"Is not worse," said he, '^than looking always upon 
the same trees." 

"Yet the trees, though but wood and foliage, are full 
of animation, and tell of the wonders of creatioo!" 

"Ay! but they are not flesh and blood, and tell nothing 
of human nature. To be sure the trees seem animated 
with a soul; but it is really so with houses, where inha- 
bitants make them actually alive. You will scarcely 
believe that, from often eyeing them in diflerent lights^ 
according to the (lours, I feel as if they were my per- 
sonal friends; they have even a physiognomy with which 
I can converse." 

I found he was prepared at all points, and told him 
so; adding, that I was very willing to become his disciple, 
for every thing about him seemed to have its rationale^ 
and to breathe order and content. "What I like, too," 
said I, "is to see how perfectly compatible with the ea«c 
and dignity of birth and breeding, is an attention, silent^ 
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indeed, and unobvious, but efficacious, to the comforts of 
an ample though not immoderate establishment. I 
have observed order to reign in all your departments, — 
and all the better for it." 

"Why, that," replied he,*^I got at my cousin Grand- 
borough's, from observing the total want of it. My 
Lady, because she never had more than one footman 
till she married my Lord, will now never have less than 
six, art crowding together. The consequence is, that 
they are in one another's way, and break one another's 
Elhins. It is the same thing with everything else in 
their mSnagd; which sadly oversteps the modesty of 
taste: for taste is modest as well as grand, and mere 
expense* will never give it its true character.'* 
' I own I was more and more surprised at my host of 
the road-side, whom Fa wknor thought it a disgrace to 
be ranked with. I looked my approbajt4on, and he 
wound up by saying, — ^**In short, I learned this lesson 
from my rich and grand relation^,— rthat if tb feel in- 
terested about things is to be happy, to push them 
(^ Voutrance will not accomplish it; for where there is 
superfluity in every thing, there can be interest in no- 
thing. Were I a mathematician, I should say, that as 
the great beauty of that charming science, (for beauty 
it has,) is proportion, so proportion is as beautiful in 
moral as in geometrical investigation." - 

"Fou astonish me,'' said L* '^and, I own, beat all my 
town philosophy, *my dukedom to a beggarly denier.' 
But I should like this more explained." 

*'What I mean," he replied, "is, that as proportion is 
one cause of beauty in physics, so it is in morals: and 
s the agreeableness, whether from grandeur or beauty, 
of a whole,{in arcliitecture, for example,) depends upon ' 
the proportion of its parts to that whole, and to one an- 
other; so in morals^ happiness will depend upon the ac- 
commodation of means to- ends; upon consistency of 
conduct; and upon the avoidance of all disproportion in 
our way of living, whether from silly extravagance, or 
niggardly saving." 

•^Clearly explained/' said L 

"I hav€ a little corollary to add," said he, "but which 
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you vfiM anticipate. A man whose house, pleasures, 
or habits of living do not exceed, or do not greatly fall 
short of his means and station, feels increased pleasure 
from that very circumstance. I need not apply the 
contrary consequence to the contrary conduct, lleiftce, 
all fortunes, all situations, and even everything arising 
from education, are, in amount of happiness to the 
holders of them, pretty much alike. Everything de- 
pends upon your understanding your place, and being 
in it: — ^and thb is what I call moral proportion." 



SECTION XIX. 

A RECLUSE. 



^Tll give my jewels for a s^ of beads; 
My gorgeous palace for a hermitage; 
My gay apbarel for an almsman's gown; 
My figured goblets for a dish of wood." 

Richard II, . 

I FELT the truth of all these observations of Blyth- 
field, and not the less for their perspicuity, or, for 
their coming from a quarter where I so little ex- 
pected them. I only wished that he who had left us 
in the morning had come in for a 9hare of the lecture. 

<«By the way,^' added Blythfield, whom I Would 
wish now to call the philosopher of nature, rather than 
of ease, "there is near us a practical example of con- 
tent, arising out of the adaptation of means to . ends, 
though at the expense^ of great privation, which I 
could wish you to contemplate." 

I asked of whom he spoke, and he said, "Of a gen- 
tleman (for gentleman he is, though leading the life 

VOL. II. 4{ 
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of a pauper,) who has much interested me, both by 
the vicissitudes and reverses in his life, and the man- 
ner in which he bears, with a view to redeem thenu 

"This is my game,'* said I. "Who can it be?'^ 

<'His name is Carleton/' returned Blythfield. 

'^Carleton ! What, Carleton who outran himself in 
every excess; the greatest dandy; the greatest gour- 
mand; the greatest jockey; the greatest philanderer: he 
who, to recover himself, staked everything be had left 
©n the throw of a die, and lost it?^ 

"The same/' 

*^But how came he here?" 

"It was said he debated whether he should shoot 
himself, or go to the West Indies; buWs people who 
debate about it seldom shoot themselves, he chose the 
latter." 

"How then, and how long has be been here?*' 

**He is now in the fourth year of his exile/' replied 
Blythfield, <<and in the successful pursuit of a lauda- 
ble end, by laudable means; for whfch I honour him; 
and I am glad to say, that the morA proportion of his 
present position has been so well preserved, that he 
has, from a mortified and disappointed man, already 
become a happy one.'* 

•*I am impatient to know morie of his history," 
sard I. 

** If you are a friend," replied Blythfield, "he will 
perhaps give it you himself." 

*^No!" I said, "I knew him in his dalzle'and his 
splendour; he will not like to be seen shorn of his 
beams." 

"You do him injustice," replied ftiy host; "I have 
told you he is a pregnant instance of what knowledge 
of moral proportion can do. In short, his sense and 
fortitude in this respect elevate him far more than his' 
penury depresses him in my estimation; and the truth 
is, he is obviously happy, though deprived of every- 
thing like what others would call the means of happi- 
ness." 

<* There niust be some temporary excitement here," 
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said I; ^^some enthusiasm which will leave him worso 
than it found him." 

*<It has lasted three years," answered Blythfield. 

*^And where is he to be found?" 

<^In a farm-house, under the high clumps of trees 
which you may see yonder, on the brow of that hill, 
though three miles o£f. He there boards with the 
farmer, who gives him a tolerable room, and brown 
bread and bacon, for twenty pounds a year; to which 
he adds thirty more for personal expenses; among 
them tea and sugar, which he could not do without: 
though he has left off wine, and is very angry with 
himself for not being able to dispense with that luxury 
al30." 

^'1 did not know he had this determination of cha- 
racter," said I. "His object, then, is — '' 

*'To pay of an immense debt by instalments; to 
facilitate which he resolved at once, and bravely per- 
formed it, to spend shillings where he had before spent 
hundireds of pounds. The hope of/this, he says, gives 
flavour to every brown morsel he eats, and makes 
water taste like wine." 

** This is as interesting as decided," said I. ^^Shall 
we go to him?" 

"Agreed." 

Accordingly we ordered our horses, and took a ro- 
mantic path through a hollow way, which conducted 
us to a defile bound in by opposing hills, and totally 
out of sight of Bly thfield's mansion, or indeed, of any 
indication of inhabitancy anywhere else. All was 
rough with rocks and furze, rising like walls, as if to 
bar egress, except by the way we entered. At the 
end was a torrent; it was one of those glens, abrupt, 
small, and not^ frequent, but which are sometimes to 
be met with in down countries, and reminded me of 
that pretty description, in one of Wordsworth^s 
poems: — 

"The pastoral mountains front yoxx face to face! 
But courage! for beside that boisterous brook 
The mountains have all open'd oat themselves, 
And made a hidden valley of their own. 
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No habitation there is seen; but such 

As journey hither find themselves alone 

With a few sheep, with rocks, and stones, and kites. 

That overhead are sailing in the sky."* 

Certainly if a man, whether from being disappoint- 
ed in the world, from religion, remorse, or any other 
cause, sought shelter in retirement, he could not have 
fallen upon a more appropriate spot. Having pushed 
through the channel of the brook, — not unromantic, 
from the furze on its banks now beginning to bloom, 
— the valley opened wider, assuming the character of 
meadows, in the midst of which a tolerable though 
antiquated farm-house reai?ed itself to our view. 

**'Tis there,^' saidBlythfield, "that our friend be- 
come the rigorous child of prudence, is endeavouring 
to atone for former excesses, and by banishment and 
privation, first to give every man his own, and then 
to restore himself to the world. " 

"We must all honour him for this," said I; <*but 
if his desire was4:o seclude himself, he could not have 
chosen better." 

"At first,'' said Blythfield, "he dwned he could 
not bear it; it was just better, he said, than killing 
himself; which the world, indeed, reported he had 
done. But now, and particularly as time lessens his 
pecuniary burthens, he has the luxury of hope to feed 
upon; and I have really^ often admired the animation 
as well as sense with which he has sometimes dis- 
cussed his situation. <If I do not succeed,' he has 
said, *it is no more than I deserve; if I do, I mayj 
perhaps, acquire the esteem of others, and, what is 
better, recover my own.* *' 

**This is admirable," said I; **but we probably see 
our object in proprid persond^ if that be he who has 
just opened the garden gate.*' 

"The same,'' said Blythfield; and we rode up to 
him, I, full of curiosity, mixed, from what 1 had 
heard, with no small portion of respect. 

On perceiving a stranger, as he thought, in me, he 

♦ Wordswolrth's Michael. 
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rather slunk back; but a sign from BIythfield stopped 
him.. He reddened when he made me out, for he had 
only known me in his full career. 

'*Yet why,'* said he, recovering himself, as he ad- 
vanced again, '^should I be ashamed of what I know 
nobody will blame, bnt those whose opinions nobody 
cares for! You see me,*' added he, "very different 
from St James's Street^ and anything but ashamed of 
being so, except for the cause." 

Different he was, indeed; for I have ranked dandy- 
ism among his other excesses; and he was now arrayed 
in almost Quaker simplicity, not so much from taste 
as cheapness. His coat, indeed, had little ojT the 
Quaker, for it was rather a close jacket of grey second^ 
or, perhaps, third cloth; duffel trowsers, of the same 
lasting colour; extremely thick shoes; and a, straw hat 
bought at Marlborough, for a shilling, a year before. 

Guessing, perhaps, my reflections at the sight, "It 
is very true," he said, holding up his arm, ^*,this is not 
Stultz! but it is as warm, mare durable, and dU associ- 
ations considered, far more agreeable. It is not every- 
body I would wish to see me thus; but if I know you 
at all, neither of us will repent it. You did not, how- 
ever, I hope, mean to. keep your saddles during your 
visit; though I have little to tempt you to dismount?" 

I assured him it gave me great pleasure to see him 
again; and we were off our horses in a moment. The 
little scintilla of shyness, (it was no more) which had 
shaded his countenance, was now dissipated, and he 
had courage to talk of himself. 

"BIythfield, I see, has brought you here," said he, 
**and I thank him for it. No doubt, too, he has fully 
explained the nature and object of my metamorphose; 
the necessity for it, in common with the rest of the 
world, you must have long known." 

I told him, what was true, that the metamorphose 
and its object had only raised my esteem for him; 
though I owned I wondered at the strictness of his re- 
tirement, and the severe privations to which I had 
been told he submitted. 

"Be assured,^' said he, "both were necessary; for I 
4* 
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found I could not compronoise with nfiy situation. Hav- 
ing taken my resolution* I made over my whole estate 
to trustees, for the benefit of those who had a better 
right to it than myself, and I reserved but fifty pounds 
a year for subsistence. I had sinned grossly against 
every rule of prudence and propriety, and even de- 
cency of conduct; and I felt how dearly I ought to 
pay for it. But this forced me of course, to quit Lon- 
don. A great friend, indeed, procured me the offer of 
a place in the Household, with a salary six times what 
I now spend; but not only I felt how out of my place 
I should be, humbled as I was, by my own folly; if I 
accepted it, — I really found I should be the poorer for 
it; for it Would not have paid for an embroidered coat. 
But further than this, if I remained in London, I 
knew I should be* pointed at, and the epithets of fool, 
spendthrift, and madipan, rang by anticipation in my 
$ars. I had nothing left for it, therefore, but to fly, 
as I did; apd I have here found the obscurity which 
becomes me, and is essential to the plan which both 
honour and prudence command. 

"I have also further found how evey thing is by 
comparison, and how equal all lots are, even in the 
eye of vanity, when passion and prejudice do not per- 
vert us. In my best days, I could only be thought 
the equal of those whom I lived with, and for whom, 
as it were, I ruined myself, I am here, even bereaved 
as I am, superior to my daily companions; but I have 
better consolation in the prospect of accomplishing^ 
the object I have in view. '* 

The Mraw hat and duffel trowsers of Carleton 
become instantly the finest beaver and merino in my 
eyes, as he concluded this speech; and he crowned it 
by saying, that he was not only reconciled to his cage, 
but with the prospect before him, far happier than he 
ever had been when he revelled in thousands. Then 
pullipg out a pocket Shakspeare, he added, **See what 
1 was reading w^hen you arrived: — 

*Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade, 

Than doth a rich emboider'd canopy 

To kings that fear their subjects' treacheryT 
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"My subjects were my passions, that soon became 
my masters, and drove at me with all the violence of 
successful rebels. I fled the lield to find security, and 
only found it in solitude. Solitude, therefore, can 
have no more terrors for me than a castle in which, 
though lonely, I have found shelter in the midst of a 
country overrun with robbers." 

Such was the winding up of Carleton's account of 
himself; and upon the whole, this visit not only filled 
me with esteem for him, but gave me unfeigned plea- 
sure for the sake of my species, to think there was 
such a man as Carleton among them. 

This visit prompted many and serious reflections, 
chiefly upon the difierent results which may be made 
to arise out of almost the same circumstances, accord- 
to the difference of character in the actors. It may 
be supposed I could not help contrasting the real forti- 
tude of Carleton, with the violent but sickly struggle ' 
of Fawknor. I did this before the sad catastrophe of 
the latter had occurred, though it came too soon after- 
wards; and though I had seen indications of a ruined 
ambition, and expected a change, I own the event 
astounded me, and filled me with grief. As it hap- 
pened only a few weeks afterwards, I will here note 
the particulars of the transaction; having been unfor- 
tunately made the too authentic depository of them by 
the unhappy victim himself. 
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SECTION XX. 



"Is there a murderer herel No! YesI I am." 

Richard III. 

I WAS sitting in my chamber, pleased with many 
things I had seen, displeased with few, and, on the 
whole, much satisfied with my tour, which I thought 
had affi>rded more variety than London could have sup- 

flied, — when ray door was opened by a servant whom 
knew to have been Fawknor's, and who delivered me 
a packet folded in the deepest mourning paper. As he 
placed it in my hand, the tears gushed into his eyes, 
and he exclaimed, "O, Sir, my poor masterJ I suppose 
you have heard." 

Portentous as these words were, I did not altogether 
suspect the truth, though it was evident there had been 
death. The valet, who loved his master, who, in truth, 
was good to his servants^ tried to stammer out the par- 
ticulars, but gave it up, and referred me to the packet. 
It was indorsed, "To be delivered to Mjr. Fielding after 
my death.*' 

It contained many directions of no consequence to re- 
late, and a feeling letter to myself, which I also with- 
hold. But it also contained a paper, exhibiting his dy- 
ing feelings, as it were, in his dying words. They need 
little comment, as no one can read them but with the 
same reflections. They seem to have been written but 
a few hours before the fatal act; as he was found with 
life extinct at six in the morning. The paper was as 
follows: — 

"The bell is now beating two — ^probably the last I 
shall ever bear; for having finished the little business I 
had left, I may be said to have done with time, and 
finished life. My lamp sinks; it glimmers through the 
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chamber I am about to quit for ever, ^n^ith a flickering 
light, every minute fainter and fainter; sad emblem of 
my sinking self, who, like it, have blazed, am exhausted, 
and shall soon be extinguished. But welcome total 
darknessi It is better than the mockery of fruitless 
efforts to recover. My dread resolve I fee! to be right: 
— ^it is unalterable. Better to take an everlasting leave 
by my own will, than submit to be driven with scorn 
from the place I have filled. Yesl I will die; but that^ 
mortification shall never reach me. Yet my life has 
been a continued error, and I deserve contempt I 
owe much to my fellows; and, above all, to those whom 
my example may have seduced into the same career of 
false glitter, perhaps to close it as I am about to do. 
I will not, therefore, from a shame that wouid be cri- 
minal, forbear to give them the warning of my life. I 
will rehearse the weaknesses, the faults of that life, 
before I quit it. I will recount the mischiefs of vanity, 
encouraged when it ought to have been rooted out; 
their gradual swelling into high-blown pride, until what 
I thought triumph almost deprived me of my reason. 
I had seen my error, indeed, but it had become too in- 
veterate to remedy. To-morrow's dawn w*ill, at least, 
end it. 

"Few people know my real origin, nor from how 
little noted, I had almost said, how low a station my 
towering aspirations bad arisen. The man who for 
years was one of the leaders in the highest society; 
who was the avowed friend of one of the highest nobles 
(alas! that he ever changed, to consign me to self-de- 
struction!); who thought himself the glass of fashion, 
in which his superiors dressed; — who would think that 
this man was the son of one who had bee^ a clerk, and 
almost a servant? A gambling speculation in the funds 
made him master of a few, a very few thousands, which 
eventually came to me. But before that he had com- 
menced gentleman, though in so harmless and obscure 
a way, that, luckily for me, nothing was known of him, 
and that bar (for such it would have been) to the po- 
sition I coveted, never interposed between me and my 
fate. 
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''From my earliest childhood I \vas vain and osten* 
tatious. At school I was thought promising as a scholar, 
but the vanity this might have inspired was not that 
which possessed me. Would that it had, instead of that 
which did. In station I was inferior to one half of my 
school fellows; yet among my superiors, I made an early 
distinction between those whose fathers were engaged 
in commerce, or had no titles, and those who had ranked 
or sprung from the landed gentry. From the latter, 
and those only, I chose my friends; and those who were 
not of this class, though many of them were full of talent 
and personal merit, and are now far beyond me in the 
world, I utterly disregarded. 

**We lived in a small suburban villa, a few miles 
from town. I could not bear it, because it was in a 
neighbourhood full of shopkeepers, flourishing and 
happy, but who went backwards and forwards in stage 
coaches. I myself would never do this, even as a boy, 
and often spent the last shilling I had left of my pocket- 
money, in the politer vehicle of a hackney coach. But 
the first great excitement given to this miserable pas- 
sion, as it has proved, I felt in a visit I made with a 
friend to one of those palaces so frequent in England, 
called Show Houses, which may be viewed for money. 
The pomp, the elegance, the luxury of the furniture 
seemed absolutely supernatural; andsomeof the family 
whom I happened to see in their chapel gallery hung 
with crimson and gold, appeared deities; certainly the 
most felicitous of mortals. I was then but fourteen; 
but my heart, I welj remember, teemed from that mo- 
ment with the silly ambition that has consumed me. 
Envy and swollen pride filled me! I nearly shed tears 
to think of the distance between me and the favoured 
mortals I had seen; yet (strange to say, as 1 was aware 
of that distance) I secretly, in the very instant, resolved 
to shape all my exertions in life to the acquisition of 
such a rank and station, as would admit me some day 
as an equal in that very gallery. What was then be- 

Sm was completed by my joining a party to see the 
rawing-room at Court. There, my whole attention 
wag fascinated and astounded (oh! misery and wretched^ 
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ness!) because of so many nobles. At the same time I 
blushed, and was mortified to desperation, because, as 
a spectator, I was only admitte_d in(o an ante-chamber. 

"Under these dangerous and sickly impressions my 
father died, and left me at eighteen master of myself 
and a few hundreds a year. 1 immediately placed my- 
self at College; and as my income, though not my future 
fortune or my connexions, could afiTord it, entered as a 
Gentleman Conrimoner. As to connexions, it was now 
my zealous endeavour to suppress or elude all know- 
ledge of mine; and as I had comparatively plenty of 
money, and bore a good sirname, few questions were 
asked, and I made my way to the summit of University 
ambition, in becoming a member of the very best and 
highest society. By degrees, owing partly to my ex- 
pensesy and partly, perhaps chiefly, to a hauteur and 
reserve of manner 1 had contracted towards all, even 
the highest, I was looked upon as a leader, and was 
considered to my heart's content by all the young nobi- 
lity and men of fashion. This finished the corruption 
of my mind, and stamped me with a character which 
no successes can make either happy or respectable, and 
which, I am stung with remorse to think, can only, after 
a few years,*end in self-disgust and mental ruin. 

"One of my most intimate companions was a young 
nobleman, afterwards a Duke. Oh! that I had never 
seen him, or that he had never distinguished me. He 
was pleased to appear, at Jeast to love my company; 
and perhaps at that early and ingenious age he was 
sincere. I certainly preferred him to all the world, 
both then and for a long time afterwards. How much 
this was owing to his merit, how mi^ch to his rank, I 
did not at the time inquire, and I now fear to do so. 
If I have changed since, 'let him examine, his own heart, 
but tax not mine with caprice. To be abandoned! re- 
fused! insulted! reproached! Oh God! let me not think! 
I have deserved all by my folly; but as I confess it, and 
my punishment will be dreadful, I trust I may be for- 

r'ven, perhaps even pitied. The inconstancy of others 
scarcely care for; yet altered looks, coldness, and 
sneers, instead of warmth, deference, and almost in- 
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cense, from those whom I bad once thought deities, are 
hard to bear. 1 feel my heart bursting with mortifi- 
cation, and (would I could turn to virtue!) with remorse. 
But of what avail? After the life I have led; useless, 
empty, vain; and thrown away, from no object worthy 
a man, but only frivolous ambition, grown even ridicu- 
lous from its worth Icssness; with means wasted beyond 
all recovery, and the very chance of it denied me by 
my supposed friend: — what can I do? Oh! God forgive 
me! What! but despair, and dieT One, and one only 
benefit — (and that not to me,) — may follow the act I 
have resolved upon. If that catastrophe deter others 
(if only one other) from falling into the same abyss, this 
narrative may not be without use. 

"I close with what has been for many we^ks the pic- 
ture of my mind, till I can bear it no longer. Yet I 
can scarcely write the lines. The author seems to 
have been allied to me, in the self-blame and unhap- 
piness of his life; T trust, from the concluding words, 
not in his death. 

MEMORY. 

*To me she tells of bliss for ever lost; 
Of fair occasions gone for ever by; 
Of hopes too fondly nursed, too rudely crost; 
Of many a cause to wish, yet fear to die." 

"I wish this paper to be delivered to Fielding, the 
only friend I ever had who endeavoured to make me 
look into myself: — certainly not to the Duke. 

Such were the last effusioiw of this devoted man: 
and whatever his faults, the motives which prompted, 
and his courage in not suppressing them, deserved more 
respect than, I am sorry to say, was paid to his memory. 
His death, melancholy as it was, occasioned very little 
sensation. It was the talk of a day; scarcely of that. 
It had long been expected; the wonder was, it had not 
happened before. He had no vices, to be sure, but he 
had no particular virtues. (Such was now the talk.) 
He had usurped a place in society which did not be- 
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loog to him! Vfhj did he not accept bis patron the 
Duke's offer? or if he chose to quarrel with his bene- 
factor, why kill himself? Why not go abroad,- where, 
in some provincial mtmic capital, he might live and ex- 
hibit finery for a hundred a year? 

Such were the just, delicate and generous reflec- 
tions, prompted by the voluntary death of a man who, 
but a week before, had not ceased to be courted by 
those who were the first to make thejn. The Duke, 
however, was sorry for three whole days; during one 
of which he seemed to think it necessary to put himself 
in the right in regard to his conduct. But as nobody 
presumed to ai^aign it, and he found he was not 
blamed, he tranquilly dismissed tlie unpleasant subject 
from his mind. ^'Vogue la galore," seemed every one's 
motto; and the name of Fawknor was, in one little 
week, scarcely remembered, never mentioned. 

Notwithstanding the catastrophe I have described, 
the opinion I had imbibed, of the preponderancy of 
happiness over misery in the world, was not broken in 
upon. 

"If plagues or earthquakes break not heaven's design, 
Wiiy. should a Borgiajor a Catiline'J" 

Every man does not make a false step, and few kill 
themselves; but most die honestly in their beds, how- 
ever they may have lived. How they may. have lived, 
is the question; and as far as my inquiry could ascertain, 
I am bound to say that, though the quantity'of pure 
and unmixed happiness is very small, yet so is unmixed 
misery. It is the balance of reasonable content over 
discontent, which is the true question, and upon this I 
have no hesitation, upon the authority of my tour, to 
decide. 

I think I left myself at Welbourne, the sojourn of a 
man who seemed to me to understand in perfection the 
system of what he professed — ease. He allowed it was 
often negative; but then he held, and almost proved, 
thi'it the niost certain and permanent happiness was the 
negation of its contrary, rather than positive enjoyment. 
Accordingly, absence from care was his abstract defi- 

VOL. II.— 5 
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nitioD of happiness and, unlike most others, excitement 
was on all occasions what be was most studious to 
avoid. Not to covet with eagerness, so as to feel un- 
easy, was his chief, if not his only secret. A stranger 
to love, he had not its felicity, but he also had not its 
agony. Not being a politician^ he shared not the poli- 
tician's triumphs, but was also free from his mortifica- 
tions. Not being a tidier, he aspired after no glory; 
not being a miser, he coveted no wealth. Fond of 
natural pleasures, he was content with their simplicity; 
and a devotee of freedom, he hated the trammels of 
fashion. It may be justly said of him, that he was free 
from all great vices, and had therefore none of their 
cares. He envied no man; hankered after nothing; 
and, guarded by moderation, enjoyed everything. He 
lived ak)ne, because it pleased him; went into the world 
when it pleased him; and returned to solitude w-hen the 
world pleased him no longer. His happiness might 
be summed up in t\i'o predicates — natural cheerfulness, 
and blaraelessness of conduct: if we ought not to add 
two more — sufficiency for his wants, and the blessing 
of health. 

Such was one of the happiest persons, I think, I ever 
knew, unless Heartfree might be said to rank with 
him. The difference between them was, that Blyth- 
field had lived more in the world, and had derived 
mpre from general literature. The society of both was 
limited from choice; but Heartfree's, from position, was 
sui generis; Blythfield's, from his family connexions, 
took a higher range. 
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SECTION XXI. 



"And yet, for ought I see, they are as sick, that snrfeit 

with too much, 
As they which starve with nothing." 

Merchant op Venice. 

"There is a sickness 
W Wch puts some of us in distemper, but 
I cannot name the disease," 

Winter's Tale. 

It was with real regret that I left Welbourne and 
its philosophical master, though with a promise of visit- 
ing him again; and I now proceeded in earnest towards 
Bath. I shall not, thought I, find many Carletons or 
Fawknors there; any more than the gay flatterers 
whoj with gilded wing, used formerly to people its sun- 
beams. But though no longer what it was, it has still 
a character for the remains, at least, of elegance and 
beauty; — like many a veteran dame (whom I couJd 
name, but will not) of high renown for th^ beaux resies of 
charms, the power of which the still existing charm 
of their grace and manners sufiiciently demonstrates. 

Such I expected to find, and such I actually found, 
this beautiful but almost deserted city. Invalids alone 
were now its principal visitors, and I hoped to reap a 
harvest of observation. 

The first person I saw gave me some promise; for on 
entering the town, stretched upon the cushions of an 
exquisitely-contrived barouche, and going to take his 
daily airing, I beheld the illustrious Yawn, of Fawn 
HdlJ» whom the reader will recollect we left at Speen- 
ham, progressing on his road to the city of health. As 
at Speenham I had seen nothing but his back and legs, 
I should not have known him but for my groom, who 
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had scraped acquaintance with his servant, now in the 
barouche with his master, and informed me accord- 
ingly. On meeting him, I had observed with not much 
pleasure his sallow cheek and sunken eye, and a sort 
of distressed brow and weary look. I own, therefore, 
I bad not much ambition to examine farther an appa- 
rently immense mass of pampered discontent. But 
Etheredge, who had known him in the world, had writ- 
ten me word, that if I met him again I should find him 
well worth investigating, and had even sent me a letter 
of introduction, which I at last resolved to deliver. 

Imagine my surprise, when I found myself received 
with a politeness^of manner indicating a man who had 
been in the habits of the best company. His querulous 
tone had not vanished, but his conversation was sensibe, 
and his look sometimes, thdugh seldom, almost animated. 
Yet we talked of little but the common topics of the 
world, in which we found we had many common ac- 

3uaintance, whom I was surprised to observe he ban- 
led with humour bordering upon something still more 
keen: — for I left him with an impression more in favour 
of his wit than his good nature; wit which seemed to 
rouse him to notice foibles and failures, rather than 
what he called the dull machinery, not of content, but 
of dogged submission." This, he said, was the general 
lot of the world. In his satire he showed nothing like 
ennui, though a good deal of spleen. In feet, from his 
own confessed disappointments, I thought that those 
of others did not displease him; and I left him not over 
pleased myseM*, but sufficiently curious tb resolve to see 
him again. I had afterwards several interviews with 
him, which seemed to give him as much pleasure as 
his jaded mind was capable of receiving; and certainly 
a great deal to his domestic governor, (for so his ser- 
vant appeared,) who told pie in terms, I always did his 
master good. 

"Ta tell you the truth, Sir," said he, "the poor gen- 
tleman complains of being, as he says, perpetually 
bored by people who would not care if he was dead; 
and yet he complains more if they don't come to see 
him; so I bt>pe, as he likes you, you will come often." 
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I assured Mr. Barwis I would do my possible, espe- 
cially as he told me his master had naturally a good 
disposition; of which, in regard to generosity, he gave 
me several instances, although he owned that his cha- 
rities were often marred by a cross manner of bestow- 
ing them. And yet I myself found this was not always 
so; as an example, which I witnessed after I had ob- 
tained much of his confidence, proved in a rather curi- 
ous way. 

I came in upon him one day, in the middle of a quar- 
rel with this said Barwis, who had neglected some or- 
ders, trifling in themselves, but which he thought essen- 
tial. His tone was of the loudest, and he accused the 
poor man of wilful neglect: God knows whether de- 
servedly or not. He was foaming with rage; threw 
himself into a chair with violence, and not minding me, 
almost gnashed his teeth; till growing ashamed of the 
indecency, he began to wish he could behave better, 
ahd confessed as xmich when Barwis had left the 
room. 

"I am a sad beast," said he, striking his forehead. 
^*No irritable man ever w\is, or ever can be, happy. 
May God change me!" 

At that moment a chaffer crawled across his hand, 
and he had a particular aversion to chaffers. This 
kindled him again. 

"This creature, too," said he, in a tone of despair, 
'*is, like everything else, leagued against me;" and he 
lifted up his other hand to crush it. **Yet why?" cried 
he, and stopped. "Poor Wretch! he has little of life; 
why should I shorten it? He is not like me, sour, im- 
patient, mindless of my Maker^s beneBts. May I be 
worse than I am, if I hurt him;" and he shook him dff 
among the flowers that decorated the windows. 

This led me to suppose there had been seeds of good 
nature, if I might not say good temper, in him; but 
sadly, indeed, were they stifled; and I bore witness to 
his own apothegm, that no irritable man could be 
happy. 

6* 
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SECTION XXII. 



*'There is a sfickness 
Which puts some of us in distemper, but 
I cannot name the disease." " - 

Winter's Tale, 

"duel grand homme! ilieA ne peut lui plaire.*' 

Candide. 

How poor Yiiwn became so irritable, if ever he had 
been otherwise, was now a curious question; for, from 
all I could gather from many at Bath who knew his 
history, though much respected for integrity and abilities, 
and therefore with many friends, he had few compa- 
nions. Of this he was himself sensible, and that very 
sense of it only irritated him more.. £lame was laid 
upon his health, which was certainly not good, but made 
infinitely worse by his discontents. I wondered at my- 
self, therefore, in persevering to cultivate him; but his 
conversation when in tolerable temper, and the confi- 
dence that seemed, as he said, due to me for being the 
only person who, for a long tinie, could bear with him, 
gave me hopes that I might, in the end, find out the real 
cause of his malady. My patience was rewarded, if 
not by discovering the cause, yet, at least, by a short 
history of its rise and progress. This he once, in a fa- 
vourable interval, gave me from his own mouth. 

"Yes!" said he, "I confess I am what every body caljs 
me, blasi; for every source I ever had of interest or 
pleasure is dried up. I have been so regularly disap- 
pointed in every thing I undertook, that I can under- 
take no more. The elasticity of nftind which I believe I 
once had, is gone, I fear, for ever; and my body being 
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bloated, as I feel, with constitutional ill-health, mj ex- 
istence is a burthen to me." 

^^Yet you seem," said I, "to know the world so well, 
that I should have hoped some, if not many things, would 
'have rewarded you for living in it. With not half your 
experierce, I should be sorry to have met with universal 
disappointment. " 

"Your feelings," said he, **though so much younger, 
are perhaps not so acute as those with whicjby for my 
sins, I have been tormented. Oh! of all human evils, 
(and there are enough of them,) guard me from too 
much sensibility." ^ 

"Yet sensibility," said I,."i&one of the greatest sources 
of delight." 

"And also," returned he, "of misery. Mine I pushed 
to the utmost in everything, till it became too attenu- 
ated to sustain itself, and it broke under me from very 
weaknes:^. Why was Iso born? Why not with feelings 
blunted like other and happier people? — those porters, 
for example, whom we see merry under their burthens, 
because sure to be relieved from them, and then all the 
^llier for the exertion. It is nothing to them where 
they go, or whom they carry." 

"And are we not at liberty," said I, "to imitate these 
porters?' • 

"No! The porter and the gentleman are two different 
beings, and unfortunately I was a gentleman. Had I 
had to work for my bread, or known less than I do, I 
might have been happier. 

"This," said I, "is surely notthe creed of men of edu- 
cation. Yours, for example, must have given you a 
taste for every thing liberal: conversation, the arts, the 
court, the muses, the song, and the dance;^the last, if 
only as exhibited at that classical spectacle, the Opera." 

^'Alasl Sir," said he, *<how I wish my faculties had 
been as blunted as those that can find pleasure in any 
of the classifications you have mentioned. As to con- 
versation, what is it but an effort for wit, which per- 
haps will not come, unless prepared for, and then its 
flavour is lost." 

"But suppose a sober discussion." 
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''What, over a botlle^ which inflames argument into 
temporary dislike, and sometimes lasting hatred!" 

'^Suppose politics!" 

"Worse and tvorse! — all personal rancoifr, and no 
truth." 

«*Well, then, elegant literature and taste!" 

"Yes! .to let in the quarrels of authors, and irritable 
wasps, their abettors in point of taste; a subject which 
immediatelj becomes personal, and therefore offensive.* 

"But surely it is the character of literary merit to 
create mutual respect!" * 

"Yes!" said he. "Witness the struggles in the lite* 
rary club,— ^Johnson! Beauclerk! Goldsmith! Witness 
Swift and Prior!* Be assured, Sir, the soul of conver- 
sational pleasure is good breeding, and to this every* 
thing personal is an enemy." 

"Agreed," said I, "but here your situation must have 

fiven you advantages which many others have not 
o\i YiRve known drawing-rooms, and royal banquets, 
and balls; in short, refined elegance in every shape." 

"Bah!" cried he, "the whole a painted mask; not a 
child of nature among them." 

"You had a resource, then, against this, by your re* 
sidence among country neighbours." 

"Country, clowns I" he answered, "and quite as dis- 
honest." 

"But the arts and the stage!" 

"Miserable, and worst of all. Who can sit five hours 
long, over a drawling hero, or a puling heroine? No good 
company left in the boxes; no good taste in the pit. The 
genius of tragedy and comedy expelled for the silly 
foolery of Punchinello, or elephants, or horses, better 
seen in a menagerie. No! Sir; Goethe was right for 

•I suppose Yawn alludes to SwiA's journal to Stella, i. 62. "Prior 
came in after dinner, and the secretary said, 'The best thing I ever 
read is not vour's, but Dr. Swift's on Vanburg.' Prior was damped, 
till I stuffed him with two or three compliments." 

Again; "Mr. Harley made tne read a paper of verses of Prior. I 
read them plain, without any fine manner, and Prior swore I never 
should read: any of his again; but he would be revenged, and read 
some of mine as bad."-— i. 106. 
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forswearing the theatre, when a dog commanded more 
attention than the poet." 

"Of course, then," said I, pushed out of everything, 
"the Opera had no charms for you." 

"For whom, Sir," returned he, "can it have charms, 
if, like myself, they love genuine music and graceful 
dancing? The music all mannerism, the dancing all spin- 
ning. I was sickened to death hy them both, and still 
more with the fools, my countrymen, who run after 
them with open mouth and vacant stare, the very em*- 
blems of shallowness and affectation." 

I had nothing now left for it, by way of argument 
with such universal prejudice; so, not to lose my object, 
I observed, it was a pity he had been born so rich, for 
that a profession might, by necessary employment, 
have hindered him from brooding over the dark side of 
things. 

"Sir," said he, **I was not born to the fortune I possess; 
though I bad too much money, as well as sensibility, for 
the profession 1 chose; which was the law, but for 
which I was spoiled before I came to it." 

"How so?" 

"I was educated at a school where I had no compe- 
tition, and afterwards at a college where there was no 
discipline. I was therefore, at both, left to my bane — 
self-indulgence. Still I was fond of letters, and so far a 
classic, that I obtained prizes, and enjoyed, for awhile, 
a University reputation. I say for awhile, because my 
success was soon forgotten; and the most dull Boeotian I 
ever knew, in other respects, beat me in mathematics; 
which, giving the crown imperial of science to the suc- 
cessful competitor, I was reduced to a second-rate order. 
I was, however, an adept in logic, and took so higji a 
degree, that I would not go to London for six months, 
for fear of the plague of congratulations. When I did 
venture, to my astonishment, not one of my acquaint- 
ance knew any thing about it. I immediately took my 
name off the college books, and turned my back upon 
the University for ever. 

"At the Bar I had as great aspirations, and still 
greater disappointments. The logical head which had 
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made me so good a wrangler at Cambridge^ together 
with my classical taste, fitted me, 1 thought, peculiarly 
for the profession. I watched and criticised the most 
eloquent pleaders, and those who revelled most in busi- 
ness. Their fame, and also their golden briefs, inspired 
me; for I thought myself better than some, and as good 
as most. I dissected the most eloquent speeches; and 
thought there were faults in them which /could have 
avoided. Many rolled in guineas, — nobody, at least 
from apparent men/, could tell how, and least of all, 
myself. But I found these were, most of them, the 
sons, brothers, or^ cousins of attorneys, who were the 
great dispensers of briefs. By them my Cambridge re- 
putation had never been heard of, and if it had, would 
not have availed. Well; — I was told not to despair; 
and illustrious instances were mentioned, of Chancellors 
who had toiled ten years before they got a brief. If I 
would but wait one single opportunity of distinguishing 
myself, my fortune would be made. The opportunity 
did come. A chance but important trial brought on 
ail intricate question, which I was to argue. The court 
was against me; bufr I shook, and, in the end, converted 
them. Here was one triuitfiph; but this even was ex- 
ceeded by another. A great county cause on the cir- 
cuit was entrusted to me, my leader having been taken 
ill. The senior of the circuit, and many others, senior 
to me, were my antagonists. The eyes of the whole 
court were upon me. The fight lasted ten hours, I 
was proclaimed victor by the jury, and, as if nothing 
should be wanting, not only was I connplimented in open 
court by the judge, but my liberal opponent whom I 
had beaten bore tribute to my exertions. My fortune 
was now certain, and on the next (circuit I went down 
to take possession of it. Will it be believed? Not only 
did I not get a brief, but the party whose cause I had 
gained gave the only case he had to one of my op- 
ponents! 

Was I not right in believing there was buggery in 
this?* But right or wrong, could flesh and blood bear 

♦ Hu^gery. Vide law slang. An expressive word much used 
by1)arnsters without briefs against those who have plenty, and 
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it? Was I not excusable in saying (be law was a d— d 
jilt, and in resolving to abandon her for ever? In a 
word, I quitted the profession in disgust, and never 
thought of it again but with execration/^ 

Here Mr. Yawn's countenance gave the fullest sup- 
port to his assertion; for I never saw such sovereign con- 
tempt, mingled with such indignation, as it exhibited in 
this recollection, though of an incident that had passed 
five-and-twenty years before. 

"Well, Sir," he continued, "as far as fortune was 
concerned, 1 had no need to care; for my cousin, the 
head of the ancient and numerous family of the Yawns, 
to whom I was heir-at-law, died without a will, and I 
succeeded to the whole estate. But with it I believe 
I succeeded to all the vapours and indigestions, and 
sftlenetic maladies, which have characterized our fa- 
mily from the beginning of time. The estate was 
reckoned eight thousand a-year, and its rent-roll was 
more. I never pocketed four, yet was expected to live 
up to the rack-rent. Half my tenants were adven- 
turers who failed; others tore my soul out for repairs; 
the lightning set fire to one farm, and incendiaries to 
another; there were insurances I could not recover; 
and having been fool enough to engage in farming on 
the strength of book calculations, I found that every 
calculation was a lie, every promise broken, and Arthur 
Young an impostor* Instead of making three rents, as 
I was assured I should, I did not make one. Here, there- 
fore, was another jilt as bad as the law, and like the 
law, I abandoned her; — shutting up Yawn Hall, and 
letting the farm for anything I could get; which, owing 
to what the rascals said was my mismanagement, was 
very little." 

Here my narrator gave another so terrible a proof 
how much his nature corresponded with his name, that 
had I been in Africa, I should have been afraid of the 
approach of a lion. Recovering this he went on: — 

"Though from my youth I had ever looked upon the 
character and position of a man of landed property, 

signifying the court paid, with an interested view, by a'counsel to ^ 
an attorney. 
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living upon it in peace and plenty, surrounded by re- 
spected neighbours and attached tenants, as one of the 
first personages in £ngland, I found myself here, also, 
the victim of imagination and humbug. As for my re- 
spected neighbours, they were all at loggerheads, not 
merely about politics or game, (that would have been 
legitimate,) but upon every point of discussion that 
could arise — turnpikes, infirmaries, canals, enclosures, 
and courity offices, down to the election of a beadle. 
Into these I should have been drawn, had I not had too 
much contempt for the objects to embark either in hos- 
tilities or alliances about them. My reward was, I was • 
sent to Coventry by them all, and my consolation not a 
great one, in thinking my country neighbours country 
blockheads. 

"In short, instead of friends I found I made enemiA; 
and though I feasted them as a man who had four 
thousand a-year, yet, as my rent-roll was eight, I was 
thought of, and treated, as a miser. So much for peace 
and plenty, and respected neighbours. 

"Then, as to my attached tenants — in the growing 
spirit of the times they all wanted to be landlords, and 
thought me a usurper. Some of them had grown rich 
under the Yawns; a very fit reason why the Yawns 
should.be expelled their beds of down, and take up 
Wit4i a flock mattress. One impudent rascal, the son of 
one of my farmers, whom my cousin had got into 
Christ's Hospital for: education, attacked me in the 
papers for being scarciely, what he called, live lumber; 
and he compared Yawn Hall, merely because I had 
put an end to the orgies which used to be held therQ^ 
to the cave of Trophonius; A pretty use this of the 
advantages of book-learning to the lower orders!" 

I could not help laughing, both at this sally of the 
young rebel, and at the way in which my aristocratic 
friend took it But I found it displeased him. 

"I see. Sir," said he, «I have tired you; and you 
may, perhaps, think the young man right If so—" 

1 assured him, rather alarmed for the hi&tory I wished 
to hear, that he was mistaken; that I thought the fel- 
low was an ungrateful rascal. 
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"Well," continued he, rather pacified, "I will pro- 
ceed. I was stMl young; young enough to think seri- 
ously of what had long absorbed my best and softest 
wishes. I found myself soured almost to vinegar by 
my country disappointments; for, such had been my 
notion of a country gentleman's happy and admitted 
importance, that it became my stronghold of imagi- 
nation, and often and often I had built upon the foun- 
dations of Yawn Hall one of the most glorious chdteaux 
en^Espagne. But let that pass; I have quitted it, I 
have no doubt, for ever; for I look upon the whole suite 
of country occupations and country interests, with a 
view to the self-consequence and contentment they are 
supposed to confer, as the grossest delusion that ever 
deceived expectation or mortified poor hiiman nature." 

Here. Yawn, of Yawn Hall, gave another yawn, still 
louder and longer than the last, from which I could on- 
ly recover him by reminding him that he seemed to 
have begun to glance, at least, at a very tender sub- 
ject,,which, if not disagreeable, I should be glad if he 
would proceed with. 

"O! ay," said he, <^I was going to tell you I had bden 
a lover, ^sighing like a furnace;' and for a few weeks> 
till I married, I was, I really believe, excited enough 
to be happy." * 

"Good heavens!" I exclaimed, "what can be com- 
ing?" 

"Very" little," said he, "but a commonplace history 
of the courtship of a fancied angel, and of a marriage 
with a real devil. It was followed, however, (which, 
indeed, is not commonplace,) by a redemption, like 
Othello's from slavery." 

I became all ear. 

"I see you wonder," said he, "and I almost wonder 
at myself for even hinting at the subject; but somehow 
or another it sometimns opens a valve to my discontent. 
At once then let me confess that having been a fool, I 
was punished by being a cuckdd." 

I started, 

"Nay, then," said he, "for a young man, you have 
paid little attention to the annals of gallantry, and have 

VOL. 11. — 6 
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no recollection of the divorce from her husband of Lady 
Pandora Papillon, and her marriage virith Colonel 
Squander/' 

♦*I beseech you, my dear Sir," said I, meaning to stop 
a disagreeable subject, <^do not — ^" but he would not be 
stopped. 

«*No!" said he, **tbough the mention of it recals dis^ 
grace, and adds to my sense of the delusions of every 
thing in life, I have no pain of heart to be afraid of. 
In a word, though I believe I, what is called, loved 
Lady Pandora before marriage, not only I am not sure 
of it, because I doubt whether there ever was such a 
thing as love in 4he world, but I despised her so much 
after it, and thought so little of her family^ notwith- 
standing all their dignities, that I have not a feeling of 
regret in talking of the affair." 

"Laly Pandora, I now recollect," said I, "was a wo- 
m&n of high rank." 

"She was the daughter, returned he, "of a family 
higher in title than piirse, and, as many are, proud in 
proportion as they are poor. She was fair, and, as I 
thought, fi^entle and virtuous; much looked at, but little 
courted, for she had not a sixpence; and was therefore 
only fit for some rich merchant, or country booby like 
myself, who wanted to mend the breed. This alone 
induced her family to allow her to think of a Yawn, 
notwithstanding his very ancient descent." 

"I am glad to think," said I, "that you can treat this 
subject so cheerily." 

"I bated the whole clique of them,'* rejoined he, "for 
their insufierable insolence, and her for her hypocrisy; 
so heartily^ indeed, that this history is almost the only 
disappointment of my life over which I do not moan. 
After I was accepted, I found I had much upon my 
ha(ids with her family. The very poorest for their rank 
in the kingdom, they assumed the credit of. disinterest- 
edness for consenting to so disparaging a match, and a 
settlement of a poor two thousand a-year. One of her 
relations protested in form against the connexion; but 
her brother, Lord Papillon, and his wife, had the inso- 
lence to protect us. I returned this by cutting them 
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ally and separating my wife from their society. This 
did not add to our peace at home. The Lady Pandora 
complained bitterly of her sirname, though the Yawns, 
without being titled, were incontestibly known in the 
world before the Papillons. She protested she never 
would reside at Yawn Hall; which I did not oppose;— 
but she rf^solved to h^ve a house in Grosvenor-square; 
which I did. This was our first quarrel. Our second 
was worse. As her family, from poverty, had no house 
in town themselves, they no doubt thought it would be 
vastly convenient to have the use of mine. They there- 
fore bitterly resented my refusal, and gave out that 
Lady Pandora Papillon had married a beggar; and 
though I had been forced to defray her whole trousseau 
myself^ both she and they complained that there were 
not diamends enough. 

"1 laughed at this mixture of insolence and mean- 
ness, and the silly airs of her family gave me little 
trouble; but I grieved to find these airs so close to me 
at home, and my temper was certainly not mended by 
it. One quarrel now succeeded another, and the gen- 
tle Pandora, as I thought her, turned out an absolute 
shrew. She was resolved, she said, to visit her family; 
and thinking it but fair, I agreed, provided she did not 
oblige me to visit too. 

"I was taken at my word; for it was astonishing how 
afiectionate she suddenly became towards her brother 
and sister. Lord and Lady Papillon, with whom she 
now passed most of her time. But this was soon ex- 
plained; for I found Colonel Squander was always of 
the party; and to shorten a disagreeablee story, it end- 
' ed in an elopement. 

**This was rather a relief than a trouble; for I easily 
-obtained a divorce, which the damages I got from 
Squander served to pay for; and my revenge was per- 
fect, when he was forced to make this faithful creature 
Lady Pandora Squander." 

Neither groan nor gape followed this part of Mr. 
Yawn's story, which was ended with a sort of sardonic 
grin. But the sickening thought came across him, that 
formed, as he said he believed he was, for domestic 
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harpiness, his confidence both, in the afiection and hon- 
our of women was for ever destroyed. 

"Yes!" said he, "though my wife had plagued the 
heart I thought she would have charmed, so that I was 
glad she fled; yet with her fled all that I had taught 
myself to love, respect, arid hope from the sex: — a 
dreadful inroad this upon my store of happiness." 

I felt disposed to combat these opinions of Mr. Yawn, 
and to defend the calumniated sex, on the score of 
many bright examples. But J saw, spite of the bravery 
which his personal dislike of his spouse had kindled, 
that disappointment in this great point had no small 
share in producing that wanness of cheek and irritation 
of nerve which certainly denoted an unhappy nmn. I 
therefore silently let him proceed to other unfortunate 
recollections. 



SECTION XXIII. 

MR. TAWN CONTINUES HIS STORY. 



"Ahl Ctuel grand homme! Rien ne peut lui plaire." 

Candide. 

"Give me your hand: I will swear to the king thou art as honest 
and true a fellow as any in Bohemia. 
"You may say it, but not swear it. 
1 "Not swear it7 

"If it be ne'er so false, a true gentleman may swear it on behalf of 
his friend." 

• Winter's Tale. 

"Cured by my first of all thoughts of a second mar- 
riage, for awhile I let sloth get the better of me, and 
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went about a listless sloven, who, crossed in all his 
early objects, thought there were no .others to pursue. 
From this I was hardly roused by an ofier from the 
borough of Yawn town, where my estate lay, to return 
me to Parliament without greater expense than a poor 
two thousand pounds. Would you believe that I was 
such a greenhorn as to accept the terms and fay down 
the money? I had even no particular wish for, if I 
had not a dread of, the turmoil and exertions which 
Parliament would impose upon a spirit already much 
worn, and beginning tp be much soured. But I myself 
was aware of the danger of giving way to this. 

"I have said I was a listless, sloven, and I was so. I 
little relished appearing in public after my wife's infi- 
delity. I had sickened of the Law from its ingratitude 
and injustice, and of a country life for the reasons I 
bave given. I therefore shut myself up in town, at 
first for a day, then for a week, and then a month, un- 
gartered, unrazored, and even uncoated: for I often 
wore nothing but my dressing-gown. Yet what my 
thoughts were, what my occupations, I could not tell. 
I read a little; but my reading was light, desultory, 
and little satisfactory, except in .regard to history, 
which was my favourite. - I had denied myself to eve- 
rybody; and at last nobody came tp see me. In this 
emergency I caught at the oiBfer of the seat, though I 
dreaded it, as a man holds out his arm to be bled, 
though afraid of the lancet. Bled I was; for an oppo- 
sition opened like thunder. My two thousand pounds 
were gone in two days, and 1 was therefore obliged to 
come down with more, or abandon the advantages I 
had gained; which, I was told, would be. decisive if I 
persevered. I did so, and succeeded, though at an 
enormous expense, and, I own, against my expecta* 
tions. 

"I was now in Parliament, and for a short time ex- 
Cited; particularly as, owing to, the monstrous price I 
had paid for my seat, I was supposed to be a card 
worth having:— for my expense was set down to my 
zeal for the party I was inclined to support Although, 
6* 
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therefore, it was no more than an inclination, I waSf 
by his own desire, introduced to the leader, who paid 
me so many compliments upon my liberality in favour 
of my principles, that, added to the high character he 
happened to possess, I suffered myself, without know- 
ing it, to be considered as a party man. Yet heaven 
knows how contrary this was to my disposition or re- 
solution; and my uneasiness was only increased, on 
being told by a frieild whom I consulted, that having 
accepted a dinner from this leader, and been invited to 
attend a meeting at his house of his particular support- 
ers, I could not be off from being considered as one of 
them. I was rather startled at this; but, not being 
. convinced of the soundness of the reasoning, I resolved 
to pnrsue my own plan of independence, and vote as I 
thought right. Unluckily, for the first month I quite 
approved my leader's measures; which made it hardei: 
to retreat But afterwards, a question arising on which 
I differed, I voted against him. You will hardly be- 
lieve, Sir, what a sensation to my discredit this caused. 
I was stigmatized as an apostate, a treacherous, trum* 
pery, trifling politician, not worth having; and as I 
had grown too ipdolent to take part in a debate, even 
though to defend myself, I found I was falling into 
contempt. My fair fortune passed for nothing, as giv- 
ing me a right to act for myself; and the expense I 
had been at for the seat, was only set down to my 
being an adventurer more bold than common, who was 
labouring for his own advantage. I bit my lips almost 
through when I heard of this scandal, and shut myself 
up again for another month in disgust. Unlucky again. 
This was also construed into still stronger proof of my 
delinquency, because it was clear I was ashamed of 
showing my face. 

*<Thus I found that an impenetrable assurance was 
as necessary a quality as any, for a man to be at his 
ease in Parliament; which was exemplified every day 
by some of the greatest rogues; who, if they had not 
belonged to some party or other, would have been 
spurned in society^ but, being in Parliament, they had 
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only to swear they were honest men, defamed for their 
attachment to the people, and they wete immediately 
whitewashed, and protected by all of the same clan. 

"But what will not party do, eyjen with honestly- 
intentioned men? For I myself in time became one 
of a party, notwithstanding this burst of independence 
at starting. For too soon I found that he who acts 
only from his own impulses, and without allies, is no- 
thing. I thus followed a party, and acted like a ho- 
mager, though I swore fealty to no man; and nothing 
but my aptitude to take great disgusts, and my increas- 
ing indifference to all that did not please me, prevented 
me frqm being to the full as dishonest, that is to say, 
as accommodating to persons and circumstances, as the 
mpst prejudiced. 

**Though, from sheer indolence, I was but little 
behind the scenes, how many unfair things did I not 
witness! how many prejudices did I not adopt as truths! 
how many, honest men did I not think rogues! how 
many rogues honest men ! It is absolutely ludicrous 
to think with what perverted vision every thing is seen 
by the collective wisdom of the nation. I mean not 
to say that party will make good men knowingly in- 
vent falsehoods; but it will make them believe them as 
long as it serves their purpose. This, then, I gathered 
as a certainty, — that no true history can be written by 
a party man, at the time when the events recorded 
happened, or unless, as in me, not only the heyday of 
the blood is over,. but the feelings of party are extin- 
guished. 

^*A partisan in politics, therefore, is like a partisan 
in war; he can have no parleys with his conscience, no 
scruples of cold blood. Even your eye-witnesses to 
/acts can scarcely be believed; your relators of conver- 
sations, seldom; your commentators and retailers, 
never. The only thing I got, therefore, by my par- 
liamentary career, was, to strip off a pleasing mask- 
from public men, by finding most of them acting under 
false characters and on false pretences; and by destroy- 
ing my confidence in history (no matter whether de- 
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luded or not), I deprived myself of one of my principal 
sources of mental pleasure. But thus it has always 
been; one prospect after another has failed, or grown 
dim upon my wearied sightj^ till 1 have cared little 
whether I have had eyes to open or not. '^ 

Here a profound sigh heaved the loaded chest of this 
martyr to spleen, which really moved.my pity. But 
he went on: — ' * - 

"Though I was enlightened by the short vision I 
had of Pariiameat, yet, as it was not in the manner I 
wished, and as, by way of consolation, self indulgence 
(curse on it as a comfort!) got more and more hold of 
me, I was by no means disposed to spend another iBve 
thousand for the benefits I had reaped. On a dissolu- < 
tion, therefore, I resolved to escape. This, however, 
I chiefly mention to mark what followed. Though I 
abdicated from real disgust, it was all attributed by my 
political friends partly to the rawness of my experience, 
partly to parsimony. This was a lie. But it was also 
agreed that I was not made for a legislator in these 
times; — ^and this was true. Moreover, I was sneered 
at as a man who had set up to act for himself, .though 
scarcely out of leading-strings, — notwithstanding my 
five-and-thirty years, and my education at the Bar. 
These opinions vexed me, though they were of little 
consequence; but they added to irritation: and this was 
not diminished by finding, that if ever I had coveted 
distinction, it was now all gone, with the seat I had 
relinquished. 

"I had little room to complain of a continuation of - 
abuse; for in a month I had ceased to be talked oT; in 
the next Parliament I was no longer remembered; and 
in a year no oop knew whether I was alive or dead. I 
even, strangely to rnyself, lost all my political acquarnt- 
ance; and men with whom I bad banqueted, and who 
had frequently banqueted with me, now scarcely 
touched their hats to me." 

<«This is marvellous," said I; **I had no notion that 
the absorption of politics could have so affected the 
social relations. But you, of course, had other re* 
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^'Why, very few; and none in the way of ambition, 
or even of a serious pursuit. In truth, the abandon- 
ment of me by my associates, some of whom I really 
valued, merely because I had withdrawn from a career 
which I thought neither improved our minds nor 
hearts, if it did not in many instahces undermine both; 
this, I own, soured me more and more. I had failed 
both with men and women; and the ascetic disposition 
with which most of the yawns are tinctured, began 
now to show itself, not less decidedly from its being 
accompanied by the gout; which from that time to this 
(I wish it had been more like my political friends,) has 
more or less tormented me. This, as mere pain, I be- 
lieve I could have borne, had I been in good-humour 
with the world; but treated as I had been, I found no- 
thkig to cheer the view I took of it. What I had seen 
had jnade me think that, whatever the appeiarance, all 
wa3 humbug; every man, and certainly every woman, 
an actor; and that if the heart could be dissected, it 
would be found full of falsehood." 

^'Shocking!" I exclaimed. '^Are you not yourself 
a contradiction to this?'' 

*<NcJ !" he replied. "Like Hamlet, <I am indifferent 
honesty but yet I could accuse me of such things, that 
it were better my mother had not borne me.'' Shall 
I go on with the quotation? <I am very proud, re- 
vengeful, ambitious. We are arrant knaves all; believe 
none of ue.' " 

This was said with so determined an aspect, as well 
as tone of voice, that I was almost afraid to reply, for 
fear of making things worse; but could not help asking 
why none of us were to be believed, and particularly 
himself. 

**Ask," said he, "every conventional form of speech 
ever used; every letter ever written ending with 
* Yours sincerely:' ask all the protestations that ever 
have been made, particularly of disinterestedness, or 
candour, or of the purity of love. Ask all memoirs, 
and all biography, particularly autobiography, and 
Doddington and Horace Walpole; or if you wish 
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something really pure and uncontaminated, read the- 
newspapers." 

I smiled at this; but he went on seriously to say — 

*'Yes! read those privileged knaves, who in their 
cursed cant profess not so much to be'the depositories, 
as the creators forsooth, of public opinion; and see how 
that opinion is formed. A system of lying, wickedly 
imagined, artfully pursued, and pertinaciously repeat* 
ed, spite of ten thousand Refutations, is embodied in 
print every day, and every hour; in every book, and 
every paper, that can find a reader, whether in the 
palace or the pot-house; the address on the hustings, 
or the placard cm the walls. Ridicule and blasphemy 
are added as auxiliaries in ambuscade; and the whole 
is with hellish industry introduced into the factory, 
the workshop, the cottage, and the coal-pit: whose 
inhabitants are told that all government is corrupt, all 
kings tyrants, and all people oppressed. Thus all, for 
now full fifty years, have been drenched in lie, until, 
like the droppings of water on a stone, an impression 
having been made, however fraudulently, the conspira- 
tors at length rear their impudent heads, and tell you 
that the spirit of the times has pronounced itself. This 
would be nothing, but that those v^hose duty it i$ to re- 
press such mischief, for their own purposes foster, ex* 
tend, and excite it, till it becomes universal, and must be 
obeyed. Now out upon such a diabolical perversion 
of truth and principle, and the farce of calling this the 
blessings of the press. It smells in one's very nostrils 
— fob ! I desire to know whether I am right or wrong 
in my opinion, among politicians at least, of the pte- 
valency of falsehood." 

I could say little in answer to this burst; because 
though my feeling about it was cooler, I was much 
inclined to the opinion myself. I however asked 
what falsehoods most particularly moved his indigna* 
tion. 

"The whole cry of corruption," answered he, "that 
has sounded from one end of the kingdom to the other, 
as having consumed our vitals; when there never was 
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ft time in history when public men were less corrupt 
The grossest inventions, as well as misrepresentations^ 
are propagated by the wicked among the simple, till 
they are belieyed, and then it is too late to refute 
them* Men, who neVer received a farthing of public 
money, having, in fact, never been clothed even with 
a nominal office, are accused of receiving their twenty 
and thirty thousands a year; and those who are to 
profit by the discontent kindled by these lies, quietly 
lie by, watching the effervescence it has occasioned, 
and glad to turn it to account. Again, then, am I not 
right in saying that the career of politics is dishonest, 
and its professors humbugs? And shall I be blamed if 
I renounce the hope of ever finding happiness in such 
a career?"* 

♦ I cannot help renaembering here, witat greatly confintts the 
account of this melancholy Jaques. In the course of my tour, longf 
after this conversation with Yawn, I found myself obliged to pat up 
for the night in the respectable town of--—— in -^ — ■- and diocese of 

. Wanting amusement, I proceeded to the principal or only* 

bookseller's shop in the place, and asked for some mental food. 
The mistress, the only person in the shop, immediately put into my 
hands some one or two dozen of howling pamphlets^ complaining of 
king, lords, commons, ministers, bishops^ judges, churchwardensi 
and overseers, army and navy, the bank, the universities, &;c. &c. 
and exalting only ploughmen, weavers, industrious shojJkeeperSi 
and the like. This produced a sort of political discussion, in Vnich 
I found my fair Reformer (for she was fair) had a great deal more 
of assertion than proof} Which ratter annoying her, she said, 
"Come, I will call aown those who will soon do for you." So open- 
~ing a staircase door, she called her husband, who was the president 
of the night of a Reform Club in the town, for which he was in the 
act of preparing a written speech. Not liking to be so disturbed, he 
was in no very good humour with me, or his wife either, but flew at 
me like a housedog, upon_hearing that I denied almost all his wife^'s 
facts as to the abuses and corrupt waste of public money. He 
seemed, however, no better informed than his partner, who app'eared 
shocked when I corrected almost every one oi his assertions; among 
the rest, that the bishop of the diocese (not a rich one), had 60,000/. 
a year out of the taxes. He bad only one argument for everything, 
and that was the female one (I suppose in compliment to his wife), 
"Men were corrtipt because thejr were Ministersj and Ministers cor- 
rupt, because they are so'*. Again, **No king ought to have a million 
a year pocket money, or for mere eating and drinking. It was a 
shame, &c. &c.** 

"Well, but if the million pay all the expenses of government, the 
salaries of judges, and other offices!" 

"O! that wotdd be different." 

And when I told him that was so, and that his bishop had not 
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Though oar friend Yawn was at the height of his 
spleen when he said this^ yet he had, at least for the 
time, cast away his listlessness and ennui, and really 
threw so mueh energy into his words and action, as to 
give n>e quite a new xidea of his character. The 
theme acted upon him like assafoetida under the nose of 
an hysterical lady; but he soon relapsed into^his former 
apathy, only much the weaker for the exertion. See- 
ing this, I thought it better to leave him, though I 
wished him to have gone on with his narrative. But 
perceiving all his flame extinct, and himself almost 
reduced to a few embers, I took my leave, assigning 
the task of reviving and bracing him up again to his 
faithful domestic, Mr. Barwis. 

even four thousand a year, and nothing at all out of taxes, for visit- 
ing 1200 parishes, he looked foolish, and not at all the less so for his 
vife. who had'listened very attentively, exclaiming — 

"Ah! John, you may as well go up stairs again] I always thought 
you was but a superficiall'' 
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SECTION XXIV- 

**T6 write ^nd read be henceforth treacherous." 

Ctmbklinx. 

«* Ah! Quel grand hommei Rien ne peat lui pladre!" 

Canoioi. 

The history which the owner of Yawn Hall gave 
me, of the rise and progress of the designed and sys- 
t<?matic falsehood which had bred the asserted spirit 
of the times, reminded me very much of GorewelL 
Energy and dccisioo, however, were wanting to com- 
plete the coniparison. It, was the want of this energy, 
or, as he termed it himself, a too fine sensibility^ that 
made him what he was. He yielded to disgust like 
Gore well; but did not, like hina, expatriate himself, and 
turn to other exertions as a remedy. Even here, how- 
ever^ there was a glimmering of Jikeness; for Yawn, 
too, had betaken himself to study as a resource. 

5* Yes!" said he, at my next interview with him, "I 
for two years turned my back upon my old assoctatesy 
and lived in my library/' 

'♦And I hope,*- said I, ** reaped from it all you 
wished." 

"AH I expected," returned he, "which was, in truth, 
nothing at all. But I was resolved to give myself a 
fair chance. Having, therefore, proscribed history, or 
reduced it to mere chronology, which I thought would 
not do any great harm, I soared to something nobler, 
and, as I hoped, more certain and satisfactory.'* 

He paused. " I am curious to know what, said I. 

"Umphl" he replied. "I did not characterize it 
y^-ell, — but it was Divinity." 

« Good," said I. 

"No, Sir, no ! very bad. Worse (because honester) 
than politics themselves. I say honester, because, 
though never was there so groiSs a tissue of absurdities, 
as the gibberish, false glosses, and unintelligible trash 
with which hot brains and swelling hearts have en- 
crusted the plain and simple truths of real religion, 

Vol. II.— 7 
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loading them as with the weights of peine forte eHure, 
till they almost cease to breathe; yet still the block- 
heads and zealots, and even martyrs who have done 
this, have in the mainf if fools, been honest fools, and, 
therefore, puzzle us the more. Yet passion; fierce, 
blind and bloody, has even here prevailed, to expel all 
hope of certainty, all satisfaction of doubts, or the de- 
velopment of mystery; and when I had plunged into 
controversy, though the dreams of sectaries were 
laughable, yet their fanaticism was horrible and re- 
volting, and their treatment of one another both inde- 
cent and cruel. I pass their burnings for the good of 
the soul, and the thousand pieces of either norisense or 
inanity, which disfigure almost all commentators. But 
what think you of the language of Calvin to Luther, 
both engaged in the same sublime and sacred duty, of 
expounding truth from Scripture ? * Beast — blockhead 
— dog — swine !' are the terms he employs, the better to 
recommend his doctrines. What doctrines can be con- 
TinciTO, so recommended? But then comes Erasmus, 
the polished, the elegant, the learned; so polished, so 
dlegant (and add, so afraid of losing certain pensions 
he enjoyed,) that he dreads to speak out ! After poring 
over him, therefore, for a nionth, you are never the 
wiser. 

** Worse than this ; we labour deep among the com- 
mentators, and find our foundation only weakened. It 
is always so, by the attempt to prove too much. Not 
satisfied with the sufficient evidence we have, we are 
crammed with farther* proofs, both by saints of old and 
modern bishops, till our reason revolts, and we are in 
danger of being altogether blinded by too much light. 
This remrinded me of those emphatic verses, of a real 
and unsophisticated divine, and a.v?ise good man, upon 
this very subject : — 

*** Against ber foes Religion well defeofk 
Her sacred truths, but often feaxs her friends. 
If learn'd, their pride, if Weak, their zeal she dreads ^ 
And their heart'tf weakness who have the soundest beads.*' 

" Still more I felt the description of the sarile ex- 

♦Crrbbe: The Library 
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tielleni poet, ^ho tells you truly that by divimty we 

learn-^ 

» 

*** When grieved to pray, when injured to forgive. 
And with the world in charity to live.' 

" Yet he adds, — 

f** But questions moei where doubt on doubt arose^ 
Awaked to war the long-contending foes; 
For dubious meanings Ieam*d polemics strove, 
And wars on faith prevented works of love.t* 

"This is all too true; and though I preserve my 
Bible, I have no satisfaction in half the commenta- 
tors." 

"I am glad, however/' said I, "to hear you would 
preserve the Bible." 

" Undoubtedly,">eturned he, with warmth ; "but I 
would burn nine-tenths of the comments that htive 
been made upon it. For though the Old and New 
Testaments, in their simplicity, are a blessing to our. 
hearts, yet let the head interfere, in the shape of expo- 
sition or disputation, and adieu to satisfaction. Depend 
upon it, if you go beyond your beautiful prayers, or 
your confidence in God, as promised by Christ, and 
seek to know more through the aid of human learning, 
you will be swamped, and lost past all redemption." 

" I am afraid then," said I, ** that this part of your 
studies did not bring you the restoration you sought." 

" No ! nor any other part. Every thing I read only 
increased my spleen from its eventual delusion, save 
only the real practical sciences that are the parents of 
the Arts. Yes t experimental philosophy was always 
unobscured by dbubt or drawback. But this was the 
jonly subject that was so : — and my usual fortune a.tr 
tended me there; for I had no taste for it." 

"There is surely, however,*' said I, « something in 
Moral, as well as in Natural philosophy. What beau- 
tiful theories i" 

"Yes!" cried he; "and as certain, no doubt, as 
^beautiful. Every tenet proved; every principle of 

*Cna>be: TheUbrarj; 
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every sect consistent, uniform, and admitted. Stoics! 
Platonists! Epicureans! Academicians! O! you have 
made a shrewd guess !" 

« I talk not of their agreement," said I, " but only 
of the genius and eloquence with which they are re- 
commended.*^ 

^<Let shallow idlers take delight in this, if they 
please," said he. " My object was truth, and I could 
not find it; and though a tolerably honest man when I 
sat down to it, when I rose up, like Brutus I was ready 
to exclaim, * Oh I Virtue, thou art but a name !' " 

Here Mr. Yawn looked sourer than ever; so that I 
was almost afraid to continue the conversation. At 
length, thinking myself safer than with history, divinity, 
or philosophy, I ventured to ask if he did not, at least, 
love the Muses. 

« Yes J" he said, •* as I once loved women, till I found 
them fake. Their glowing songs on the actions and 
passions of men, their heroes, tneir battles, their suf-* 
ferings, their victories, are all exaggerations of virtue. 
They are all 

^Faultless monsters which the wortd ne'er saw/ 

Never was poor human nature so burlesqued. * Incre- 
dulous odi.' Then if you come to other natures, and 
send me to Milton: was there ever such a failure? 
But so indeed it ought to be, as a punishment for the 
presumptuous^ the almost blasphemous attempt, to give 
action and discourse to the Almighty, and to turn 
angels into generals^aiid soldiers.' So much for Epic : 
and for Elegy, what is it but a whine ? what is more 
drivelling than Pastoral, or more provokingly false 
than Descriptive? How have I hated green bowers 
and hills, and dancing in chequered shades, when I 
have returned from them with my feet wet, and my 
hair dripping ! bow hated in verse, the glow of the gun 
which in England I never see ! As for the Spring, and 
propitious May, and Favonius, and so forth, what are 
they but mist and vapour? As for Favonius, I should 
be glad to hear what his most glowing panegyrist 
woud say to him in a high equinoctial ; and for' the 
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east wind, the mere name shivers my marrow. You 
will tell me to take my eclogues to Italy. It is a long 
journey; but what should I go for, except to be 
scorched there by too much sun, or if I find shade, to 
be stung by snakes, or slimed all over by lizards " 

Here my poor friend interrupted himself by a groan 
proceeding from his gout ; which I was almost glad to 
hear, as it in some measure accounted for the splenetic 
treasons he had been uttering, and which I saw it 
. would be useless to attempt to refute. I could not 
help, however, observing, that it was well for poetry, 
and indeed for literature in general, that he did not in- 
dulge in criticism ; which, by the way, I said, must 
have formed at least one source of literary pleasure, 
though -so many had failed. 

" No 1 Sir," he replied, " I was here equally unfor> 
tunate. 

***Cjfilica I saw, that other names deface, 
, And fix tlicir own with labour in their place* 
Their own, like others, soon their place resign'd, 
Or disappeared, anil left the first behind.* 

"This is pretty much the account of the noble 
science of criticism : for noble it is in itself: — but al- 
together * marred in the bringing up.' You are right, 
in thinking it might have been a source of literary 
pleasure ; and it only wanted liberality to be so. But 
when you see how much ingenuity and learning are 
thrown away upon the abuse of criticism, from per- 
sonal vanity, prejudice, or ill-nature, from a barkings 
discontented disposition like my own, who can enjoy 
the feast set before him? Is it not lamentable that 
such a man asWarburton should defile this pure stream 
with such cart-loads of rubbish, as he has thrown into. 
it; and that his abominable insolence, jealousy and iR- 
. will to those he undertakes to judge, should destroy 
the whole charm which his stores might have shed 
over their productions^ His notes are often Bluings'* 
gate^ instead of what they ought to have been, the 
water of Helicon. Can we say much better of John- 
son, with all his grandeur, equaUy prejudiced and 
therefore equallv unjust? As to the periodical critics, 
7* 
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were their fairness equal to their abilities, they might 
rival Apollo in their power, both of enlightening and 
pleasing. As it is, enlisted under particular banners, 
and fettered by prejudice as much a» their predeces« 
sors, what gratification can a mind really and liberally 
seeking truth expect to derive from them \ Some of 
them are scholars, ripe and good ones ; some, them- 
selves considerable authors. Even about these there 
are clouds ; but to many others, of a lower order, we 
may apply a character long since given by a man far 
more capable than I of judging: ' They arc like bro- 
kers, who, having no stock of their own, wish to tult) 
a penny by the wares of others.*' " 

Haying made no inconsiderable exertion in this con- 
versation, I found my hipped friend relapsing into apa- 
thy, and was about to take my leave, when, on rising, 
I saw the " Black Dwarf" of Sir Walter lying open 
upon the table, and could not resist hazarding the ob- 
servations thus prompted. 

" O ! ho!" said I, " there is at least one class of read- 
ing which can delight you still ! Nor am I surprised. 
The dear and ever delightful, though delusive Ro- 
mance maintains all its rights, I see, over old and 
young. This at least you will not exclude from the 
power it has alwa3rs had to please and excite, what- 
ever our temper of mind or cause for disgust." 

" And do you," said he, *< call Scott a writer of Ro- 
mance ? Did I so consider him, I would not read him ; 
for Romance, whatever it may be to children, is to 
men mere nonsense. But Sir Walter is too natural 
for a Romance writer His characters are real por- 
traits ; his descriptions, his situations, his language^ his 
manners, his every scene and sentiment, however ex- 
traordinary, are realities : they are the life itself, and 
aS such, may be enjoyed by the driest philosopher, as 
well as by the warmest imagination. He is the Shak- 
speare of our times ; and as well might you call Shak- 
sjSCare's scenes (those close pictures of nature,) ro- 
mances as the works of Sir Walter. In truth, speak- 
ing for mysetf, I never had much imagination. I 

*Sir William Temple. 



OR, SOOIBTF. 79 

never could enter into allegories, and therefore could 
not relish Spenser ; bat as to black knights, and tour- 
neys, and enchantments, giants, and distressed dam- 
sels, they were always to me almost msulting to the 
understanding. To be sure, there was a time when 
ghosts, or preternatural interventions, tojerably authen- 
ticated, had something like attraction. But like every 
thing else, that too is gone, and 

(« « E^en the last lingerixiig fiction of the brain. 
The churchyard ghost, is now at rest Again.* 

" In truth, Sir, as you unfortunately see, I am left in 
mind, as well as body, an isolated, desolate old man, 
without even the power of thought for my companion, 
or a comfort to me in my distress." 

He said no more, but threw himself all his length on 
the sofa, and fell into a dreary silence. Bar wis short- 
ly afterwards came in, and I left him, not a little sad- 
dened, to think how much of apparently good mind 
had been overthrown by morbid sensibility. . 

Soon after, I quitted Bath. 



SECTION XXV. 

FIELDING MEETS WITH A NABOB VERY UNLIKE OTHER 
NABOBS. 



"This rock and these demesnes have been my world 
W^here I have lived at honest freedom." 

Cymbeline. 

It is seldom that a place like Bath, though in the 
wane of its glory, does not bring the most hetero/ji 
neons people acquainted ; much more does it frequent- 
ly throw together persons who have formerly known, 
and perhaps liked one another, but whom the course of 
time and events have long separated. I ought not, 
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therefore, to have been so fiurprised as I Was to meet 
an old college friend, and almost chum (but that chums 
no longer existed^) in the person of Arthur Lovegrove, 
of whom I will say nothing, because he will speak for 
himself. Neither of us was very old, but he had the 
advantage in rubicund health, and a placidity of coun- 
tenance, such as I felt I could not boast It was ten 
years since we had seen one another, and our mutual 
gratulations were in proportiorb ** Lovegrove 1" 
<* Fielding!'* echoed from one side of the street to the 
other. 

**Ol qm complezas, et gaudia quanla fuernnt*' ^ 

Our pleasure, however, did not prevent him from in- 
troducing me to a companion he was walking with, 
by the name of Freeman, a man of a grave and com- 
posed, yet cheerful and benevolent aspect, such as no 
person could pass by ysrith indifference. I mention it 
the rather, because it led to an acquaintance that very 
day which added greatly to my own stock of content. 
In fact Lovegrove, wliom I pressed much to dine with 
me, to talk over old stories, having declined, on ac- 
count of an engagement to Mr. Freeman at his house 
a few miles from Bath, that gentleman, seeing our 
pleasure at meeting, invited me so courteously and 
heartily to accompany my friend, that according to 
my principle of action, I promised to comply. Mr. 
Freeman, from natural good breeding, presently left 
us alone, and I could not help immediately observing, 
how much I was struck with the air of dignified re- 
flection and benevolence, combined, which seemed to 
belong to him. 

" You have hit it exactly," said Lovegrove, " for you 
could not have given a plainer epitome of his charac- 
ter, which is not a common one, I assure you." 

This of course produced inquiries as to the who, and 
the what, upon both which Lovegrove gave me all 
satisfaction. 

"Do not, however," said he, "raise your expecta- 
tations top high; for in truth, he is the plainest and 
most unsophisticated of mortals, but extraordinary in 
this, that though he is not an inconsiderable Nabob, the 
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acquisition of riches to which he was not born, has not 
been able to spoil him." 

** This is what I like," rejilied I, " and a rare cha- 
racter, such as a man might study; pray go on." 

« Why, strange to say," observed Lovegrove, 
^* though he has passed the best years of his life in the 
very hot-bed of politics and fortune-hunting, in India, 
he has retained ail the simplicity of his earliest youth, 
as it existed under his father's roof, not a proud one, 
where we are to dine to-day." 

"Good," said I; "you make me long to be there. 
His father then was " 

"A gentleman farmer," continued Lovegrove, "nei- 
more nor less ; and he was educated at a school with- 
in a stone's throw of his paternal house. Not a very 
fertile soil you will say, for the Indian fruit he reaped, but 
which produced, and preserved, I imagine, those strong 
traits of character, which Hailybury or Addiscomb 
would have dissipated. At seventeen, after balancing 
between his father's occupation and the offer of a wri- 
tership, he chose the latter. Though his tastes and 
habits were all of the simplest, he had some ambition 
and afso talents Tor business, which he turned so well 
to account, that, seconded by a very favourable con- 
junction of affairs, he acquired abroad both reputation 
and wealth. Providence, however, to try him, took 
from him what wealth could not replace: a wife, and 
child on whom his chief happiness rested." 

"I am to rank him, then, among the unhappy," 
said I. 

"Not so; for equanimity and resignation saved him. 
His natural love of virtue, and veneration as he said, 
for the fatherly hand that smote him, produced the 
most unmixed submission; and he felt the truth of the 
consoling sentiment, that it is good for us to be afflict-^ 
ed. He returned home with a constitution rather 
broken ; but being rich, and not yet old, he might 
have taken a leading station in the world, if he (lad 



" And did he not please ?" 

<' Why, at first it looked like it, Hjs house was in 
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Berkely-square; he had a villa at Hampton-court ; he 
was oUen at Brighton; and he visited Paris." 

** And I suppose enjoyed it all," observed I. 

'•* Strange to say, No! Discharged from the regu- 
lar occupation of business ; still dwelling on bis family 
losses; averse to politics; unknown to, and careless of, 
the ostentations of society, he was disappointed in his 
expectations from that of London. His few Indian 
associates, who had all the mania of the nouveat^ riches, 
were not to his taste. They sought to make thesoselves 
Banes by titles, parliamentary influence, magnificence, 
luxury. He had no vanities of this kind ; indeed, no 
vanity at aU. But he had an absorbing pleasure in 
nearly recollections. The quiet home which gave him 
Jblrth,aod the neighbouring school where he was bred — 
the happiness his childhood, and the scenes of it, which 
he had n6ver forgotten — these absolutely.possessed, ab- 
sorbed him, and left him no rest. The brilliancy of the 
life he might have led, bad not any charms for him. 
He almost sighed over the recollection of Littlecote, as 
Goldsmith did over Auburn ; and, in fact, twice came 
down^here upon a half-concocted plan of making a 
settlement on the spot His father's dwelling had re- 
mained in statu qu^ but had been sold by his mother, 
with, his consent It was small, old, and inconvenient ; 
yet he looked wistfully at it. and still more at its for- 
mal gardens, borderinjg; on the play-ground of the 
school. In his first visit he despaired of its being fit 
for him, yet was angry with himself for thinking so. 
In the second his anger ceased for he resolved to re- 
purchase it He had no|, in the interval, been more 
reconciled to the splendour he commanded in town, a 
society, so new, and acenes so little congenial to his 
heart 

. . "In tropical regions, under burning suns, and plunged 
in a labyrinth of transactions, public and private, his 
memory and imagination had feasted, had revelled, on 
(the indelible picture of the spot where he had been 
cradled. Its verdant fields, its orchards and shades, 
made far more seducing from their contrast to the clime 
he was in, haunted him in the midst of the coqrts and 
magnificence of the East In short, though, like a Swiss 
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soldier, he performed alt his duties well, lik^ the same 
Swiss he had the maladie du pays. This actually 
shortened his stay abroad, where he might have accu- 
mulated still greater wealth ; and he returned with a 
secret longing, hot only for his early home, but his 
early habits of life- This is the strange part of hi* 
history; for, not content with the same house and 
the same fields which nursed him in infancy, he re- 
fused to enlarge or make them more adequate to his 
present station, because, he said, it would destroy the 
enchantment of his dreams of the past/' 

"This is the most extraordinary tale I ever heard," 
said I, " and almost defies romance (that dear deluderl) 
to believe it. I suppose, however, his excursions to 
his natal den were only temporary and of short dura- 
tion, and that Berkeley-square and Hampton-court 
have their proper share of him : in that case, thisf 
fondness for his cradle, in the old Indian, is not so sur- 
prisiniT." 

" We shall soon see,*' returned Lovegrove, *' and 
you may judge for yourself. Meantime you are wrong 
in your notion of such equivocal constancy ; for Hamp- 
ton-court, though a superb villa, is given up for Lit-- 
tlecote, and Berkeley-square is shut up for two-thirds 
of the year." 

Here we separated, to make prefparations for Mr. 
Freeman's dinner; and having called for Lovegrove, 
we set off for Littlecote, which he had much kindled 
my curiosity to see. 

The house certainly.partook little of the air of a na- 
bob's residence. It was of exceedingly old brick, 
which had been red ; high roofs and gables; the upper 
windows casements ; the lower sashed, but with ex- 
ceeding small panes; well kept, however, and showing^ 
marks of shelter and neatness, especially in the 
grounds ; upon the whole, much comfort though little 
show. 

We found the owner in a path of velvet turf, be- 
tween two hedges of bloorfting May, which his father 
had planted, and he had worshipped as a lad, and which 
to have found preserved was worth, he said, ten thou- 
sand pounds. He had often dreamed of them in the 
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palaces of Rajahs. One of its [nresent charms had been 
created by himself; for the paling, that oti one side 
bounded the walk, was the only separation between 
that and the play-ground of the school ; and in this he 
had made an aperture, through which he could, at will, 
perceive the young population at their sports. This 
was so pleasant to him, that he felicitated himself on 
the establishment having survived so many years the 
vicissitudes and changes which had, during his absence, 
altered the fate of so many kingdoms and venerable 
institutions. His recollections, therefore, were not 
visited, like those of the poet of memory, in that most 
pleasing of his pleasing compositions. The school's 
porch was not " /ow«," norgray with " reverend mosses ;" 
the bell was not **mute" nor was the shout 

** Unheard that rent the noon-tide air;" 

but all was gay, and peopled with life and youth and 
jollity, made still more attractive to Freeman from the 
circumstance, that he himself had often played with- 
the fathers of many of the present revellers on that 
very spot.* 

Freeman and Lovegrove being particular allies, as 
might be expected, I was welcomed with great hear- 
tiness by the former, whom I examined as closely as I 
could, good breeding permitting. He gave me no idea 
of an embrowned Indian, accustomed to contemplate 
the musnud of sovereigns, or any glitter whatever. 
Plain manners, plain habiliments, and great tranquiUty 
of countenance, without either care or carelessness^ 
but much thought, had been my first impressions. 
Natural hilarity and bonhommie now succeeded ; yet it 

* ^ The 8chood*s lone porch, with reverend mosses gray, 

Just tells the pensive pilgrim where it lay; 

Mute is the bell that rang at peep of dawn, 

Quickening my truant feet across the lawn ; 

Unheard the shout that rent the noon-tide air, 

When the slow dial gave a pause to care*^* 
These very pretty lines ought not to be meddled with ; but if Mr. 
Rogers could make an abandonment so pleasing, it is almost a pity 
that his pencil had not pictured the enjoyments of a prosperous, rather 
than the desolation of a rained school. 
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was easy to see that there was a mixture of serious 
recollections with his cheerfulness, which perhaps only- 
made it more valuable. In a word, though nature had 
intended him to be lively, time and events had made 
him pensive; and I soon began to think that his choice 
of life was not so surprising. 

Lovegrove, whether to please me or himself^ drew 
him out, liyhich was not difficult, by turning the con- 
versation on the place in its earliest days. 

" I have a peculiar pleasure," said he, " in thinking 
there is scarce a particle of it changed; and in-doors. 
even some of the principal furniture remains the same, 
I sleep in the very bed of my father and mother, where, 
as a child, I used every morning to ask their blessing. 
Out of doors the difference is imperceptible, except 
that the sweet-briars which border the walk we are in, 
and were planted by myself before I went to India, 
are from slender shoots grown into an impenetrable 
hedge. The flowers, also, we see, are so exactly in the 
same places, and of the same sorts, as those I left, that 
, I could almost think they were the^ identical plants 
I used to water of an evening, while my mother strolled 
up and down this very turf, pleased with the air, 
pleased with her knitting, and pleased with me." 

"God preserve the simpleton!" thought I, **how he 
would be laughed at in Berkeley-square, if this were 
known !" 

" This feeling," observed Lovegrove, " is, I can ima- 
gine, very sweet to you, and perhaps did not belong to 
the Hampton Court villa." 

" That was .a more beautiful place," replied the In- 
dian, ** but had not those magical associations which 
can turn even ugliness into beauty." 

** The world will wonder at you, Mr. Freeman," 
said I. 

" It would, indeed," returned he, " if it knew all. 
There is an old gate in the school-yard, near us, on 
which my name is carved. No antiquary ever pored 
over a Roman inscription with more delight than I do, 
even now, when I visit it — which is at least once 
a-week. But the brook which lies a little farther off, 
where I fished, as I hoped, for trout, though I caught 

Vol. 1L— 8. 
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Aothing but dace — ^that, and the blacksmith's shop at 
the end of the village, — " 

" Blacksmith's shop !" exclaimed Lovegrove. 
" Yes ! one of the most important features in the 
amusements of a country school-boy. We there almost 
learned to make the horse-shoes ; heard all the gossip 
of the jiricinage ; and in a winter evening, after school^ 
found more cheerfulness, light and warmth there, than 
aU the houses of Littlecote could supply. Do not, there- 
fore, look down upon it : it affords treasures of memo- 
ry, which Hampton Court, Palace and all, cannot equal." 
" If you were not yet too young," observed Love- 
grove, "to have any pretence to renounce the busi- 
nesses of life (and, with your fortune, I should say its 
duties,) I should not be surprised at this turn of yours. « 
But from the example of others, after the active excite- 
ments of your career, to sober down into what would 
► be called by almost every body this common-place 
vegetative life, has often moved my wonder. That / 
may be said to enter into it (/, as idle as' • a Carle' as 
the beggar Edie Ocheltree himself,) that /, who never 
had a career, should understand and even approve it, 
is not surprising. But I warrant you, early recollec- 
tions of mothers knitting stockings, and boys making 
horse-shoes, form no part of the pleasures of your neigh- 
bours in May-Fair." 

" Perhaps not," replied Mr. Freeman ; " perhaps I 
may be despised for it by persons who understand and 
certainly practise so n^ch better what are called^he 
refinements of life. Observe, I do not blame these re- 
finements, nor the arbiters of elegance for resolving 
every thing into present feelings, and forgetting all 
that are past If they are happier by doing so, they 
are wise in adopting that course. But as all are not 
of that temperament, they cannot on their part blame 
those who choose a different road, though a private 
one of their own. The daring up-hilUraveller, forcing 
his way through a tumultuous throng" cannot, perhaps 
ought not, to look behind him. Probably it would re- 
tard his progress, and then he would be mortified. 
But others, again, may find it pleasant to rest awhile 
in their journey ; and tired of the heat and struggle, 
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thoi:^ successful, which they have gone through, .may 
look back, perhaps wistfully, upon the cool, and plea- 
sant, the safe and sheltered spot from which they 
started. They may even think that spot still looks so 
seducing, calm, and verdant, compared with the tur- 
moil they have still to encounter, that they would not 
be sorry to quit the ground they have won, and return 
to ease, humility, and happiness. There are some fine 
lines upon this, which in this very spot, under this very 
tree, when a schoolboy, and I had retired from the 
roar of the play-ground, used to delight me, 

** * The insect youth are on the wing, 

£2ager to taste the honey'd spring. 

And float amid the liquid noon ; 

* ^ Some lightly o'er the current skim, 

Somo show their gaily gilded trim, 

Quick glancing to the sun. 
In contemplation's sober eye. 

Such is the race of man ; 
And they that creep and they that fly, 
Shall end where they began.* "* 

" Bravely quoted, and bravely spoken," cried Love- 
grove, glad to find such an echo to his own sentiments; 
« and not the less observable because proved by your 
practice ; for I own I thought this rage for a contracted, 
though paternal domain, this incense to the memory of 
juvenile pleasures, would soon pass away, like a sum- 
mer cloud dissipated by the sun, I think, therefore, 
you can afford to let your brother Indians laugh at 
you ; though I confess, after your busy life, I thought 
that a fit of spleen would have sent you to the water- 
ing-places, or again to Paris." 

" It was because I had tried Jhat course, and found 
no benefit, owing to the total want of the associations 
I find here, that this was my chosen camp. I was 
not one of those who, as has been livelily described, 
" are compelled to drive about the world with languid 
countenances, and live on the miserable charity of 
public amqsetnent."-j- I had no state family mansion 

* Gray. t Keatc, 
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to keep up, and little sense of the pleasure a ImSther 
Indian had, in being able to order his master of the 
horse to bring out " more PhaBtons." I was npt even 
a lover of curry or pepper-pot ; and the taste oif some 
of my former colleagues to force themselves, through 
their riches, into the society of their superiors, who 
swallowed their dinners and laughed at their va- 
nity—this revolted me. I was riot sure I should be 
happy here ; but I find I am; thanks chiefly, I believe, 
to a reflective temper and a habit of thought, which, 
by way of occupation alone, is a habit worth all the 
pleasures that gold can procure." 

*• You shall be my great Apollo," said Lovegrove, 
again agreeing with him. " I now see the reason of 
your long and solitary walks and rides, which* have 
sometimes made me jealous." 

" It is true," rejoined Mr. Freeman, " I love the 
country generally, because it prompts reflections more 
satisfying than those we can make in towns. Walton 
would never have been the delightful man he was, but 
for his country walks. I particularly love this region, 
not merely because of its beauty; but from having been 
the cradle of my youth. Here are sycamores, old ac- 
quaintances, whose very leaves, with their glowing red 
stems, look gladness and health. But when I add the 
same of every tree and bush around me, and that every 
babbling brook in the neighbourhood seems a long se- 
parated friend, I assure you my satisfaction is perfect; 
and though I do not dislike London, I have no need of 
it to make me happy." 

" Yeft for you Indians," said Lovegrove, "I should 
be in not a little fear for the climate." 

" To be sure," returned he, " the English climate 
itself is not favourable to an Indian, but my windows 
here, are at least, all to the south, or south-east. This 
in spring and advanced autumn is almost happiness in 
itself. My first- visiter of a morning is the sun ; and he 
stays all day. And when (as sometimes in summer) 
he grows annoying, like the rest of the world, who 
drop a friend they are tired of, I turn my back upon 
him, and seek what I want elsewhere." 

Here our lucubrations were disturbed, not unpleas- 
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ingbfy by a summons to dinner; at which, though as to 
viands, as excellent as possible, there was in the mate- 
rial a display of neatness rather than wealth. There 
was nothing so costly as the massive old sideboard of 
the well-descended Blythfield. The liveries of the ser- 
vants also were of the plainest ; — which Lovegrove af- 
terwards told me was upon principle. 

" For why," said Freeman once to him, " should I 
parade before all the world, my rise from nothing by 
what would be universally set down to upstart vanity ? 
My fatlier had no liveries at alh A decent, and, by 
the way," said he, laughing, " a very pretty maid-ser- 
vant, who is now at the head of my hoyse, was all he 
had to wait upon his dinner. I have men merely be- 
cause they are useful." 

This was, I thought, true philosophy, ur Odinner 
and discourse after it, were as pleasant as. three ra- 
tional persons (of whom I began to think myself one,) 
could make it ; and the evening being warm, we ad- 
journed to our coffee, under a spreading mulberry-tree, 
which always filled our host, he said, with boyish re- 
collections. 

We then strolled down an avenue of walnuts, where, 
assisted by a gardener, still in existence, and who ap- 
peared like his brother. Freeman had revelled at six- 
tCjE^n, in threshing for the fruit. 

When we complimented him upon possessing this 
fund of pleasure from memory, he said, it was aston- 
ishing even to himself that it did not wear out ; bgt he 
{Lccounted for it from his peculiar situation, in haying 
lost, by a dispensation from Heaven, to which it was 
bis duty to submit, all that he most valued upon earth. 

" I have no doubt it is this," he said, " that makes 
abstraction from the world even pleasant to me. Mind, 
I have no spleen against that world; but its chief inte- 
rests are gone with those who have been taken from 
jne ; no blame, therefore, to others who, more fortu- 
liate, can continue in the race. Such, however, is the 
will of Heaven, and I endeavour to think, as I ought, 
only on the comparative blessings I have left. My 
health is restored ; my grief assuaged ; my ambition 
extinguished. I havo failed in some thin^, bqt have 

8* 
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succeeded in more; for I have hadmoch mote aicoess 
than disappointment. Few can say this : let me, there- 
fore, bless God till I am summoned; and then depart, 
as I humbly hope I shall, in peace." 

The sobriety and seriousness which, as I have said^ 
I thought was the foundation of Freeman's eheerfuU 
ness, snowed themselves pleasingly in^ this speech. I 
have remembered it ever since, and am the better for 
it at this naoment ; for how little do we any of us know 
how soon the summons may come, and still less, whet 
ther, according to the wish of this good man, we may 
be allowed to depart in peace J 



SECTION XXVI. 

« Nay, do not think I flatter ; 
For what advancement can I hope from thee, 
Who no revenue hast, but thy good spirits, 
To feed and clothe thee ?" Hamlet, 

The dinner, the scene, and, above all, the conversa- 
tion at Littlecote, made the few hours I passed there, 
perhaps the very pleasantest in all my tour; and I 
could not help, as we returned home, thanking Love- 
grove heartily for what he had procured me. 

" Our landlord's vieyi^s of life," said -he, "have gone 
far to confirm my own. For when I have sometimes 
reproached myself for my want of courage to encoun- 
ter an active career, and beheld the career of others, 
who, after much trouble, and painful vicissitudes, have 
returned to die at home, I have thought it might per- 
haps be better for the world in general, if they were 
always sure of ending, like Freeman, "exactly where 
they began." I am afraid, however, I was impolitic 
in taking you to Littlecote, before you had passed the 
day with me, which you promised. Bat recollect, my 
home is but a bachelor's, and a cottage, and you will 
have nothing but cottage fare, such as Horace oiffered 
to his friend Torquatus: 
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«« « Modica oluB omne patella.* " 

To this I answered, in the words of the same Horace— 

^ * Nil ego contolerim jucundo sanoB amlco.' 

*^ And yet Horace was as fond of good eating as any 
Apicius of London or Paris. But my good friend^ 
■you must be not a little changed since our friande 
iChrist Church suppers, if by your " olus omne," you 
imean a dish of herbs j which, to tell you the truth, from 
your rotundity, as well as placidity of countenance, I 
do not guess to have been your usui[l entertainment 
>ince we parted." 

Theri taking out my tablets, I said, " I shall certainly 
^et you down among the happy, in the journal I told 
you I was keeping; and how you are so, living, as ypu 
say, in a cottage, though, to my knowledge, without a 
spark of romance about you (for I believe you have 
not even been in love,) J shall feeledifiedin knowing.'* 

" My life and adventures," returned he, " are the 
most common-place that ever were put together ; not 
a single piece of good or bad fortune to show for all 
the years I have lived. Yet I do not deny that you 
are right in your conjecture; and with you I believe my 
rotundity acises very much from my placidity ; both 
which you are pleased to notice. In a word, I have 
been always, or generally, as happy as when you usM 
to say, at college, nothing could put me out." 

" And this," said I, "is * better than an estate of eight . 
thousand a year:' as an acquaintance I have made 
here sufficiently demonstrates. Yet without meaning 
to be impertinent, I believe, from what 1 have heard of 
you in the world, you have not even aspired to in- 
crease your paternal fortune ; and with your abilities 
I should like to know whv." 

" You have been rightly informed," he replied, " as 
will, I fear, be proved to you by my dinner to-morrow." 

He then gave me some particulars of his very un- 
marked, but happy life, since we parted as young 
men : by which it was quite clear that b® had no rea- 
son to repent preferring the cool sequestered. vale he 
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had chosen, to mounting the steep and cra^y heights^ 
where so many adventurous people have been dashed 
to pieces. At college he was universally popular; 
yety though feelingly alive to the politer parts of learn- 
ing, distinguished chiefly for a quiet cheerfulness, which 
in the little rubs and mortifications which will some« 
times ruflie even an undergraduate, never abandoned 
him. His' habits were, for a young man, rather re- 
tired, but more from the peace it gave him, than from 
aversion to company — once among whom, he was as 
lively as the liveliest. He had pleasantry, but always 
so free from malignity, and managed with so much 
tact, that the object of it was among the first to be 
pleased. He therefore shone in society, but would 
quit the merriest, free from excitement, and plunge in- 
to solitary study, with equal if not higher satisfaction. 
This was his picture at college ; and I should think 
from his account it had belonged to him ever since* 
The defect in his character (if it was a defect) was 
the want of energy* which prevented htm from em- 
bracing any arduous profession. And yet, as he said 
himself, it was wonderful that he had not become a 
man of ambition, or at least of business. 

He showed me, ina visit I afterwards made him, 
whole volumes of political and historical collections, 
formed by himself, with as much industry as if he had 
been designed for a cabinet minister. In his travels 
abroad, his views were quite as statistical as classical, 
and his dreams of the future as indicative of activity, 
as of the calm which was afterwards his choice. But 
it is the character of youth to possess in idea every 
thing which it only imagines^ perhaps a more delight- 
ful possession than many realities. Thus, in some let- 
ters, he allowed me to see, written from Bagni^res (le 
Bigorre, when only twenty years of age, he describes 
his dreams of the world, but always in the midst of 
the wildest and most sequestered scenery. 

" Every evening," said he, " at a given hour, I tra- 
verse the beautiful walk that overhangs the river, 
tailed after a Duchess of Bourbon, who planted it ; 
and here I think of many a scene that is past, and 
many a project to come; power and place among 
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them. In these dreams I wander till darknesiss sur- 
prises me, and * sheds a browner horror o'er the 
woods.'" 

This half-political, half-poetical spirit was. after- 
wards transplanted by family interest to the elbow of 
one of the Ministers, with whom he officiated as se- 
cretary for a twelvemonth; hut at the end of that 
tin)e he quitted his patron, aqd the whole walk of ac- 
tive ambition. When I expressed surprise at this, 
especially as his chief,. he said, was quite satisfied with 
him, — 

** Yes !" he observed, ** satisfied as I am with my 
servant, who is an excellent machine. I was civilly 
treated ; I was punctual in attendance, did as I Wjas 
bid, and gave no ofifence : nay, once or twice was 
asked to an official dinner, where I was expected to 
eat, listen, and say nothing. But, except officially, I 
had not the honour of the sreat man's attention or 
conversation, though, in truth, he had risen from no 
greater beginnings than myself. Out of office I was 
totally unnoticed." 

" Perhaps," said I, ".'he was one one of those who 

* Hate for arts that taught themselves to rise.' ** 

" I know not how that was," replied he, " nor was 
I angry; but as I had promised myself a difierent 
sort of reception from him, I did not care to continue 
in such cold emlu'aces, and desired to quit. For this 
I was thougJit a fool by my friends, but not by myself, 
if only because I could now meet his coach without 
caring who was in it. In truth, I had not the ambi-. 
tion of many who, from being small people themselves, 
think that to be about the great is all-in-all. Thus I 
resigned my office to a young aspirant, who was in 
his glory at being allowed to direct his patron's let- 
ters."^ > 

"I honour you," said I, "for your independence in 
all this, but am not quite so sure of your prudence. 
Who knows to what you might have risen, had you 
continued." 

"Your observation," said he, "is only natural; but 
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all depends upon eharacter. Mine had any thing but 
that sort of turbulent activity that loves excitement; 
nay, cannot do without it. I had not even the excite- 
ment of vanity; — which, while it lasts, and the notice 
of great people is new, seems, and, indeed, is to many, 
for the time beit^, happiness sufficient But when the 
supposed grandeur, the halo that surrounds people of 
power, and, still more, people of fashion, becomes fa- 
miliar, or is past away, there is nothing left but the 
same vacuity that attends a commonplace intercourse, 
as far as any thing but superior intellect is concerned. 
It, indeed, is inconceivable how soon the mer^ dazzle 
of greatness, qua greatness^ loses its brilliancy, and 
how soon high and low, in all respects but mind^ are 
brought to a level. As for my patron, as you call 
him, 1 would tiot, I assure you, have exchanged situa- 
tions with him.*' 

" That, I own, is wonderful," said I; « but you, no 
tdoubt, had u reason." 

*• The sword of Damocles," returned he. 

"O! now I understand you." 

" it hung perpetually overhim : he could not look 
up or down, on one side or the other, but it was point-* 
ed full at his heart. In fact, he loved power, but was 
ever in fear of losing it. The word revolution gave 
. him the spleen ; the huzza of a mob quailed his nerves; 
a popular address broke his ^leep; and if you had seen 
his anxiety as to the result of a debate, you would not 
wonder at my opinions. I mean not to say that all 
this might not have charms for some. They had none 
for me. Others love troubled waters, I the clear 
stream. I ever loved tho^ lines of Gay to Pope,, 
on the scenes he was condemned to hate, and to live 
in: — 



* You, who the sweets of rural life have known, 
Despise th' ungrateful hurry of the town ; 
In Windsor groves your easy hours employ, ' 
And, undisturb'd, yourself and muse enjoy. 
But I, who ne'er was bIcssM by fortune's hand, 
Nor brightened ploughshares in paternal land 
Long in the noisy town have bcdn immur'd, 
ResDir'd its smokes, and all its cares pndurM; 
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Where news and politics divide mankind^ 
And schemes of state inyolve th* uneasy mind.* 

I was taught the truth and justice of these lines by ex- 
perience. Afterwards they were never out of my 
memory; and I only wonder how I came to breathe 
the oiEcial atmosphere so long as I did." 

" Theyare tempting lines, indeed," said I, "and at 
your age would have made me mad, too." 

I was going to con\pHment him again upon his phi- 
losophy but he denied it to be such; saying, there 
was no more in it than in the case of a man who, 
being always ill in a coach, preverred travelling on 
foot. ' : 

" I am certainly," continued he, " not one of those 
to whom a coach is necessary in their passage through 
life. My enjoyments are cheap, for they are easily 
obtained." . ' - 

" Pray let me know them," said L 

" You will laugh, perhaps, when I tell you, that 
the most sensual is fine weather. I am, indeed, like 
the eccentric, but, in this, most rational Duchess of 
Queensbury, who tells Lady Suffolk,.* When the wea- 
ther is fair, I ride a great deal; when bad,. I sit still, 
and endeavour to paint sunshine.' " 

" But your evenings !" said I. '" No wife ! no com- 
pany ! A green old bachelor !" % 

" The most independent of all," answered he. — 
" When, for example, I have shut my door, which en- 
closes a principality of some fifteen feet square ; my 
candles lighted, and my fire burning, if winter ; or my 
window op^en, and letting nn the honey-suckle, if sum- 
mer; prepared to moralize on all 1 have seen, heard, 
or read in the day, ijoius in hqc^ and without a though^ 
foreign to what I am about — "^ho happier than my- 
self?" 

"Not Secretary Damocles, I will answer for it," 
said I ; and herci having set him doWQ at his door, Mre 
parted* 
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SECTION XXVII. 



AW OliDMAir'S STORY. 



** Here we wander in illusions." 

^ CoHKDT OF Errors. 



LovEGRovE, from his age, appeared certainly to be 
no common character; for I could detect nothing in 
him toHnake me think that he did not understand him' 
^If, or suppose he would not persevere in the course 
of life he had chosen. His~ wants were few, and his 
passions not high. His great, and almost only en- 
joyments, were books, fine weather, and conversa- 
tion, — for the former of which he was celebrated; 
and for the last, the place he liad chosen for his so- 
journ gavc^ him ample opportunities, from the suc- 
cession of gopd company which it generally afforded. 

I went much earlier to him than his dinner-hour 
warranted^ and found his house simple, but elegant ; 
' which was the character of himself and every thing 
about him. 

A conversation I had with him, in an alcove of his 
own construction, rather struck me. The alcove faced 
the east ; which not suiting my notions of comfort in 
an English climate, I observed upon it. 

" You would be right," he said, " if I had not other 
seats; but this is a noon-tide or evening recess; and 
even in early morning, at least in spring and autumn, 
has its advantages in warmth and cheerfulness, as it 
has in shelter and coolness at noon. As to coolness, I 
have a little philosophy of my own upon it, in which I 
don't know whether you will agree with me, thinking 
it, perhaps, too far-fetched and refined:" 

"And pray what may it be? for I own I never 
thought of coolness philosophically, except with a view 
to cooling my wine." 

" That is a good view of it, too," said he ; " but, in 
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short, I consider warmth and coolness as powerful in- 
struments of sensual pleasure; and that sensual plea- 
sure which is most mixed with mind is always, with 
me, far preferable to others." 

" Agreed," said I ; " but who ever heard of coolness 
beipg a mental enjoyment ?" 

" My comparative seclusion of life," he replied, 
" has perhaps prompted notions, if not original, at least 
unusual. Among these is an opinion I have, that cool- 
ness, and shade, during hot weather, afford an enjoy- 
ment certainly more romantic, and, if I may say so, 
more sentimental and eleganl, than the mere warmth 
necessary to thaw one's faculties in winter before one 
can think. The east seems absolutely mechanical, in 
comparison. A Laplander would not understand this, 
because his intellect is almost as frozen as his body; 
but take a Frenchman on^the banks of the Ix>ire; or 
an Italian exclaiming with the poet — 

* O ! qui me gelidis in vallibng Hsnii, 
Sistat et ingenti ramorum protegat umbrft. * 

and see the difference of the enjoyment. As both are 
sensual, I have asked myself — why is this 1 and I have 
only solved the question^ by feeling that one is mixed 
up with mind more than the other. Warmth after 
frost is a mere relief to the corporeal sense ; shade and 
coolness sooth the imagination as well as the body. 
They seem more to inspire us with a love of Nature, 
and to give her, as it were, a personification — the per- 
sonification of a gentle, kindly, and elegant mistress." 

" Upon my word," safd I, amused, but pleased with 
this rhapsody, "your mistress is much obliged to you, 
and I, too ; for I own, if this is the philosophy of cool- 
ness, I never had thought of it. It is a pity you had 
not lived with Virgil, to have given him so fit a sup- 
plement to his charming lines." 

" At any rate, then," continued he, "give an eastern 
aspect its due, as you would the devil ; for while in the 
mornings it enables us to adore the delightful sun, it 
makes a still more delightful noon-tide bower, when 
we pant for shelter from his too powerful beams." 

Vol. II.— 9. 
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I am not surprised, thought I to myself, that my old 
college chum could not drive a quill in Downing-street. 

We now renewed the conversation of the evening 
before. 

"I was thinking," said he, " how tame and flat my 
life must appear to you, who have revelled all your 
last years in scenes so different." 

" Indeed," I answered, " I give myself no such airs; 
though I perhaps should not, myself, be able to imitate 
you ; having never been able to create employment for 
myself." 

" I am not altogether reduced to that," returned he; 
" for you perhaps don't know that I have the immense 
labour and responsibility of being an ecclesiastic chan- 
cellor. It is a small emplovment, which just suits me. 
It fills up, without c^verburthening, some of my hours ; 
and while it ekes out my moderate fortune, it gives me 
some respectability in a pleasant and well-educated 
circle, which is sometimes enlarged by the polished 
visitors of the place. We hear and talk of the world 
with as much interest as it deserves ; and he who does 
more, must blame himself if he is made unhappy by it." 

" Very sententious," said I, "and a good account of 
life in a dove-cote, like that of those pigeons we see 
yonder." 

" Yet the pigeons," returned, he " are, you see, sleek, 
healthy, and even lively, though domesticated. How- 
ever, as this seems not to your taste, I will at dinner 
introduce you to a man, whose whole life has been a 
series of excitements, which he still fosters, though on 
the borders of his grand" climacteric. , Indeed, he is 
never satisfied, even now, without them." 

'" But is he with them?" I asked. 

" I wish I could tell," returned Lovegrove, " for it 
has cost him sometimes dear ; particularly la belle pas- 
sion in Kis youth." 

Upon my asking the meaning of this, Lovegrove 
went on to tell me some anecdotes of his friend, Mr. 
Beauvoir, (for that was his name) which very much 
interested my curiosity. 

" He is a man," said Lovegrove, " of fine mind j too 
fine, some might say, for happiness ; but he does not 
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think so. He has been, and is still, liable to the strongest 
impressions, which, while they last, render him always 
an enthusiast. He is of course sensitive, and therefore 
uncertain, if not changeable ; — only, however, in his 
tastes, not as to his opinions or friends." 

"But how," said I, " as to his mistresses; for, as you 
mentioned the helle passion with such emphasis, we 
are to believe, I suppose, that there have been such 
persons in his history." 

"There have; and the headlong violence with which 
be once plunged into the passion, which had nearly 
proved fatal to him, contrasted with bis complete 
and sudden recovery, would not be an unimportant 
feature to a philosoper of human nature, in the history 
of love." 

" God bless me !" said I, " It is but a few years since 
I was myself just such a philosopher, and almost as 
deeply plunged." 

Lovegrove smiled, and went on to inform me, that 
in early youth Beauvoir had been so struck with a young 
person oif his own rank, whose beauty and worth were 
(or he thought they were) unparalleled, that his attach- 
ment amounted to distraction. For the usual difficul- 
ties attended him : his Belinda had no fortune, and he 
at the time very little ; so both families forbade the 
union, and the lady went abroad. He followed, and 
traversed the whole continent after her; and once, 
like Sheridan, assumed (not, indeed, the coat of a 
hackney-coachman, but) a postillion's jacket, only to be 
near and get a sight of her. 

"Such a trial, however," continued Lovegrove, 
" was heaven in comparison with another which he 
really underwent. His mistress had owned a mutual 
feeling, but was not averse to the admiration, nay, 
even the addresses of others ; and as he appeared to be 
in the way of a young Polander, of high rank and spi- 
rit, a quarrel could not be prevented, which had nearly 
proved fatal to both ; — for they fought with sabres, 
and both fell covered with wounds. He was long m 
recovering, but only to lose his mistress. She had ac* 
cepted the Count, whose wounds had sooner healed 
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than his; and such was his madness from disappointment, 
indignation, and disgust, that he attempted poison." 

I was shocked with this part of the story, but was 
too much ri vetted to break the thread of it, except by 
asking impatiently for the result. 

" The dose was not strong enough," said Lovegrove, 
** or the laudanum was not good ; for as there was no 
stomach-pump in those days', had it been otherwise, 
he would not have got off for a week's stupor ; — which, 
and a considerable struggle afterwards, in which his 
constitution triumphed, was all the bodily ill he suf- 
fered." 

"But how fared the heart?" I asked. 

"Why, most unaccountably well. For whether 
laudanum is a specific against love, or an object be- 
longing to another creates in some minds indifference; 
or whether his eyes opened of themselves to a number 
of defects to which he had before been blind; — certain 
it is that Beauvoir was as suddenly cured as he had 
been wounded. 

" At first he thought of flying from Paris, where he 
met the Countess soon after her marriage; and t(K)ugh 
this he disdained, it was at first with fear and trem- 
bling that he saw her in a high set at an assembly of 
the English Ambassadress. Here however she made 
so poor a figure, and exhibited a dress and manners so 
little accordant with the grace he had formerly attri- 
buted to her, and above all was so markedly inferior to 
the winning elegance of the rest of the assembly, that 
he awaked, he said, as if from a dream. His heart no 
longer palpitated; he felt neither anger, envy, nor dis- 

fust; and, in short, wondered how he had ever loved, 
'inally, this was not bravado ; for he continued to 
meet, and even to visit his qvjondam enchantress, as 
if she had been the most common-place of his acquaint- 
ance." 

" This is an extraordinary story," said I; "though 
not on account of the suddenness of a recovery from 
love; for that I have seen, excepting the strong inci- 
dents, not usual out of a romance, of duel, wounds, and 
poison. You say, that even now, his animation has not 
abandoned him." 
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"I should think not ; for though I believe he is near 
sixty, at one of the balls the other night, a young and 
beautiful girl of high rank having dropped her fan, he 
took it up, and returned it with these verses written on 
the leaves: — 

*■ When heat fatigues, and dancing tires, 
And Flavia droops with sultry fires, 
Gro ! pleasing toy, and lend thy aid. 
Revive the umost fainting maid, 
Fading, failing, half expiring, 
All thy softest airs requiring : 
Go ! pleasing, graceful, useful toy, * 
And give her hack to love and joy.* " 

"Admirable!" said I, "at sixty. What must he 
have been at five-and-twenty !" , 

At that moment his arrival with the other guests, 
and the consequent mutual introductions, put an end to 
farther description. 

Our dinner went off most successfully ; for Love- 
grove, with all his quietness, at times understood and 
practised the Savair Vivre extremely well. Notwith- 
standing, therefore, his warning concerning cottage 
fare, his entertainment was recherche, if not sumptu- 
ous. In this, indeed, he was assisted by a friend at 
Court, or rather at the kitchen of York House ; no less 
a man than Monsieur La Place, principal artiste in 
that celebrated resort of invalids and hons vivans. 
Through his interest and exertions, there was no want 
of iuments,entrements, and Johannisberg> which might 
have rivalled Lord R. himselC 

I rallied him upon this; but all his quests agreed that 
philosophical self-denial as to ambition, by no means 
implied self-denial in other enjoyments, particularly the 
pleasure of society, which everyone allowed depended 
much upon the pleasures of the table. 

Seven very agreeable and well-informed men, there- 
fore did justice to this maxim, by the attention they 
gave to its practice. There were, of course, Mr. 
Beauvoir ; next, a very pleasant and affable, at the 
same time rather criticising, dignitary of the church ; 
then a physician, with all the useful general informa- 
tion for which that profession are remarkable. These, 

9* 
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with Lovegrove and myself, made fire ; the sixth was 
a gentlemanly man, not much older than Beauvoir, but 
without his hilarity or sensibility of countenance. 
Indeed, he seemed rather of a melancholy tempera- 
ment; which did not, however, prevent him from pay- 
ing due respect to the labours of Monsieur La Place. 

Added to these, was Sir Felix Buoyant, who, though 
only that morning known to Lovegrove, turned out, 
as will be seen, by no means the least important of the 
party. He had, in fact, but just arrived at Bath, and 
having brought a letter of introduction from a literary 
friend in London, Lovegrove had been glad to enlist 
him in a party which he thought might prove agreea- 
ble to him- 

After the repast, the conversation took a particular 
turn; for, with a view to draw out Beauvoir, Lovegrove, 
talking of the sources of the pleasures' of imagination, 
proposed that we should all state as far as we could 
remember, what sight or sound or other impression, 
had struck us most in our time ; whether the impres- 
sion lasted ; and how long. In short, endeavouring to 
elicit oor ideas of the summum bonum. 

The Dean of , who seconded this, said he 

would not ask for the summum bonum itself, because 
there were as many opinions as minds about it, and 
because the same man changed his opinion with almost 
every different position he might be in. The strongest 
and longest impression might, however, he said, go 
some way towards its elucidation. The proposal was 
agreed to, and as it was neither more nor less than 
an opening to the subject of happiness, it may be sup- 
posed I was all ear. 

Lovegrove was appointed to conduct the order of 
the investigation ;^and to show his impartiality, he 
called upon his right hand neighbour, who happened 
to be Beauvoir, to begin; merely, he said, because he 
was next him. 

" We expect great things from you," said Love- 
grove, " knowing your brilliant imagination, and how 
it gilds every thing to you, even now. What it must 
hai^e been in your younger days, it.will be a treat to 
us to hear!" 
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"You would not thank me," replied Beauvoir, 
** were i to recount all the follies and exaggerations 
of the imagination you give me credit for. It is cer- 
tain it was often so warm as to make me think ipyself 
a great fool." 

" This is exactly what we want to know," said 
Lovegrove. 

" Why, I was ^o eager at eighteen," replied the 
other, " as to quarrel with Milton in one of his pret- 
tiest passages ; for prettiness can be applied to him ai 
well as sublimity. He talks of fairy elves — 

* Whose midnight revels by a forest side 
Or fountain, some belated peasant sees. 
Or dreams he sees.* 

At eighteen I could not bear this * dreams ;' I wanted 
reality ; and I believe I was fully thirty before, at least 
in a moonlight walk, Icould part with the idea that 
such a reality might be." 

" No doubt you found it," said the Dean. 

" Not positively in Nature," returned Beau voir; "but 
something very like it in that scene, which in pursuance 
of our plan, I suppose I am to recount as making the 
strongest impression on my senses." , 

" This is what we want," said Lovegrove. 

Judge our wonder when Beauvoir gravely replied, 
the Opera. 

" Yes !" said he, " I am not surprised at your laughter, 
but it is true. I was a raw youth just entered at Col- 
lege, after having been insulated at Winchester ; where 
operas were heard of, but never seen, and dancing was 
rather condemned as unworthy wise men and scholars, 
such as we voted ourselves to be, though most of us 
had never been out of the county of Hants. A visit, 
however, which I made to a gay family in London, 
opened my eyes and ears to sensations which let in, 
as it were, a new world, so rich, so dazzling, so re- 
fined, — both on the stage, and still more in the incom- 
parable grandeur and elegance, amounting to awe, in 
the audience, — that to my weak and unpractised expe- 
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rience, nothing, in point of effect, ever came near it, 
b(rfore or since. 

<< I suppose you are particularly fond of music," said 
the Dean. 

" That, no doubt, had a great, but not the greatest 
share in it; but my moral impressions " 

" Moral impressions !" we all exclaimed, in down- 
right laughter. 

« Yes I" continued he, preserving his gravity. " It 
was by those impressions, I am sure, that I was most 
affected. The assemblage of rank that surrounded 
me; the dignified quiet preserved by them ; their dress 
and manners, so totally different from any audience 
,or assembly I had been used to ; their very repose even 
when moved to applaud ; — all these kindled a sort of 
respect as well as pleasure, which I could not account 
for. I'hen my total want of experience bred in me 
such a sense of my own inferiority, as enhanced all 
my feelings of admiration. I looked upon the inhabi- 
tants of the boxes as enthroned demi-gods, and the 
Macaronis in Fop's Alley, (for so the place and per- 
sons were then called) as a set of enviable doities of 
fashion, which my poor homely breeding despaired of 
equalling. All this, too, was heightened to a still 
keener sense, by learning from my gay friends, who 
had initiated me, and enjoyed my booby amazement, 
the names of the most dii^tinguished heroilnes and heroes 
of the day, who seemed to consider a display which 
had appalled me, as their mere native element. Peers 
and knights, whose names had sounded ail over Europe, 
and countesses who had been celebrated in prose and 
verse ; parliamentary orators, who had been likened 
to Cicero, and had thuqdered in debates which had 
often reached us at College ; — all these, for ihe first 
time, moved before me, and I was only more inte- 
rested from observing them in all the ease of familiar, 
but elegant intercourse. What an effect upon such a 
Cymon as IP' 

" Upon my word,*' observed the Dean, " you have 
clearly explained the seeming paradox of the moral 
imjresnons of the Opera. I find I was wrong in my 
notion that it meant morality. But you have said no- 
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thing of the stage ; I suppose you found few moral 
impressions there?" 

Beauvoir laughed, but said, that what he felt there 
was rather the enchantment of the senses, than the 
influence of mind; but that this enchantment had 
overpowered every other wonder that possessed him: 
— in which, however, he ought not to be thought sin- 
gular, for that a very learned Divine of Oxford, now a 
Bishop, and even then not young, had said, that next 
to reading the tragedy in Greek, the ballet of Medea 
and Jason had given him the greatest mental pleasure 
he had ever enjoyed. 

" Well," said the Dean, " I think you have made out 
your case, and we will allow the Opera to have been 
the strongest impression of your younger feelings. 
But agreeably to our compact, we may now ask whe- 
ther its power continued; and if not, whether any, and 
what other took its place ?" 

" Alas !" replied Beauvoir, "none of equal strength; 
though strange to say, having lived long enough to de- 
tect, and therefore to appreciate all the machinery, 
both before and behind the curtain, the enchantment 
of botb is at length dissolved, and like a worn-out spell 
can charm no longer." 

" And can you tell us why T" 

" I suppose, because its attraction depended upon 
imagination; — as the cloud was taken for Juno by 
Ixion; — and like other pleasures of imagination, it 
failed with my youth." 

Here the gentleman I have described as of a me- 
lancholy com flexion gave a deep sigh. 

" Let me not, however, complain." continued Beau- 
voir, " for spite of spectacles, which were a sad blow 
to me, and an ear-trumpet which was worse, I was 
full fifty years old before I found out that I was not a 
young man. This, though many felicitated me upon 
it, was in reality a misfortune. Spirits and excite- 
ment kept me up; but in general I know no position 
less pleasant, I had almost said more unhappy, than 
what I call the twilight of life — the passage from de- 
cided youth to decided age. My twilight lasted above 
twenty years." 
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"There seem, however, to have been some flashes 
of lightning now and then, to illuminate your path," 
«aid the Dean. 

"There certainly were," answered Beauvoir; " for- 
I own I was a disciple of some lines which struck me 
early in youth, and which I have never forgotten in ; 

age." 

"Pray let us have them," said we all. . I 

" They are these : — 

"O! memory I thou wonder-working power, 
My ardent mind so cruelly pursuing, 
Shall I oblivion*B icy help implore. 
Or court thee, goddess, still to my undoing? 
Ah ! no ! oblivion ne*er was meant for me. 
Nor prudence cdld^ nor cautious hesitation ; 
Rather sweet fancy, smiling nymph to thee, 
I gladly yield my rapt imagination.* " 

"Molto bravo!" cried the D.ean; " and I hope you 
will tell us how lopg your smiling nymph remained 
with you, and whither she went with your * rapt ima- 
gination.' " 

He answered with vivacity; 

" * Over hill, over dale,. 
Through bush, through brier; 
Over path, over pale. 
Through flood, through fire.' 

In a word, I went over the Alps and Pyrenees ; and 
what was almost better, though at home, through the 
Gorge of Borrowdale, at the head of Keswick Lake ; 
and for ten years could never sleep but I dreamt of it. 
Gray had done this before me, and charmed many an 
hour of delightful fancy with his picture. Never were i 

describer, and the thing described, so worthy one ano- 
ther. This was the strongest visual impression I think 
I ever felt." 

"Except the enchantresses of the Opera," said 
Lovegrove, as I thought rather maliciously. 

" O! as to them, .or the beau sexe j|gi general/' re- 
lumed Beauvoir, " I believe the less said about them 
the better. I have certainly felt their power but agree 
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With Diderot, that to describe a woman you must dip 
your pen in the rays of the rainbow, and dry your 
paper with powder from a butterfly's wing." 
, We all laughed at this sally, but none of us liked ta 
push him on his remembrances of the beaii sexe. 

" You have surely seen the Rhine, as well as the 
Alps and the Pyrenees V' said Lovegrove. 

"I have," returned he, "and was disappointed. But 
I saw it too late — not in the season, but in life — for I 
had got beyond the age of delivering my soul up to 
its legends, upon which much of its magic depends." 

" Even your impressions then can wear out !" said 
the melancholy looking gentleman, whose name was 
Mr. Sadburn. . 

" Weaken, if you please, but not positfvely wear 
out ; although I fear I must confess, that old age seems 
to have been given us for the purpose of detecting, 
and therefore of destroying illusion. - But whether in 
making us wiser, it also makes us happier, I may be 
permitted to doubt." 

" And I," echoed Mr. Sadburn, with a still deeper 
sigh. 

«* Observe, however," continued Beauvoir, (warm- 
ing still with his subject) " I have been talking solely, 
or chiefly, of the impressions of bodily sense ; the eye, 
the ear, and the gratifications of taste founded upon 
them. Couple these with moral sense, with high as-^ 
sociations, and the feelings of the heart, and no age 
which does not destroy memory can deprive them of 
their power." 

" Good," said the Dean; «• we will all be your scho-* 
lars there ; and particularly my friend Sadburn here ; 
who I hope will continue his attention to the useful 
lesson which I know you are giving him." 

" I long to hear these moral impressions of yours, 
and what specific scenes gave rise to them/' said Love- 
grove. 

" I feaf you will be disappointed," answered Beau- 
voir, " particularly when I tell you that the one which 
was perhaps the most powerful, was afforded when I 
first took my seat in the House of Commons.'* 



106 FiKLDnrc ; ' 

''Except with absolate greenboms,^ obseired the 
Dean, *^ I shoold not have expected that." 

** Why the interest of my family," replied Beaovoir, 
^ made roe early a secator, when I was full of history, 
party pcHtics, aiid public virtue ; Greece and Rome, 
Tbucydides, Cicero, ClarecdoD, Burke, Bolingbroke, 
and Lord Chaiham. These were all at my finger 
eods ; and I had sat op whole nights over Walpole and 
Pulteney. It was, therelore, with a beating heart that 
I entered the chamber where they had debated, and 
sat on the yery seats where they had sat. With these 
feelings, I was also young enough to look upon the 
Speaker, and his authoritative voice, dress, and de- 
meanour, as a spectacle amounting almost to the aw- 

** I siq>po8e those feelings were soon over," said the 
Dean. 

**Xot perhaps so soon as you imagine. Though 
they were sometimes faded, they were often again ex- 
cited with even fresh vigour, at least while the lumi- 
naries with whom I had the good fortune to be con- 
temporary, were in being. One spectacle, however, 
(a later one,) the most august, and most intensely im.- 
pressive both upon the heart and mind, that ever was 
presented to the eye of man, or even described " in 
tale or history,"" was afforded by this assembly, and 
created emotions which never can be forgotten." 

We all eagerly asked what ? 

♦* It was when perhaps thegreatest man that Britain 
ever produced, the tutelary genius of Europe, as well 
as of his country, attended at the bar, as it were of the 
whole nation, to receive from their representatives 
their thanks and rewards, for services which no other 
man in history ever equalled. The warm and inimi- 
table eloquence, with which these thanks were given, 
and the dignified feeling with which thfey were re- 
ceived; the man, the services, the thousand asso- 
ciations, combining nothing Fess than the fate and for- 
ture of empires ; made this the most moving scene I 
ever witnessed.'' 

We bowed assent to this explanation, and allowed 
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it must have been what he called it, an aiugusft spec-' 
tacle. 

" It wai3 not dnty grand and sublimd to otir nterital 
faculties,'' dontinued he, "it was thrilling to oufr hearts; 
There was not a man who heard or saw it, that waj? 
unaffected. Many shed tears, the tears of real patri- 
otism, joy, and admiration ; and no man, not even, I 
believe, the most pettifogging trader in politics, that 
witnessed the scene, went home from it, but with an 
elevation of spirit that made him prouder and happier 
for the events of that day." 

** And yet," said the Dean, drily, " we have lived id 
see this same great person, great as he is, pursued and 
even pelted, by what you may itideed call a swinish 
multitude, whose excitements vvere certainty not Hktf 
those you have comntemorated." 

" Their rascally ingratitude," relurried BeSuvbii*/ 
" will not alter the character of what I have described/ 
nor the happiness of this most happy recollection." 

"This, then," said Lovegrove, "was certainly nd 
Illusion/' * 

" And if it had been," replied Beauvorr, " I shoultl 
have hugge^d fts remembrance as I how do,' like that 
of a delicious dream;" 

" You are happy," said the Dean," not only in the? 
number and intensity of your impressions, but in the^ 
seieming power you have of thinking without regret of 
their comparative cessation." 

" I was just going to make that retnark," said Mr> 
Sadburn. 

" They have ftot ceased," returned Beauvoir," though 
a's I have said, they may be weakened ; and 1 havcf 
still others on which I can also dvi^ell,- though only in 
memory, with a delight which the new impressions 
of one's advanced life can never equal. Music for ex- 
ample, music never to be forgotten, the music heard 
in one's youth ; the raniage of the woods, the song of 
the nightingale. They are stilt fre^h in these dull ears/ 
though long, long shut ottt from them. Bat chief let 
me mention a sort of excitement, both through ear and 
eye, which no age can obliterate ; for I have still im- 
pressed on my brain, the arwful thunder of the chorusc* 

Vol- II.--1G^ 
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of the Messiah, as they pealed through the aisles of the 
Abbey, at the commemoration of Handel, full thirty 
years ago : and I have still before me the glowing 
countenance of that excellent old king, my ancient 
master, who patronized the festival, as he. stood up 
with reverential awe, " smit with the love of sacred 
song." In that, as in a thousand other instances, he 
was an object for imitation to all who lived under his 
benignant rule. I see him now as if but yesterday*" 

" You have, at least, not forgotten your loyalty," re- 
joined the Dean, rather moved by this tribute. 

" 'Tis a commodity too scarce to part with," an- 
swered Beauvoir. 

Here he seemed to have finished ; and he had an- 
swered so readily to all our inquiries, that we were 
unwilling to push him farther. For myself, long after 
he had ceased, I could not help admiring the animated 
old man, whose eye still beamed fire, and whose age, 
though it had frosted his temples, had any thing but 
chilled his heart* 

He will fill a high place, thought I, in my account 
of happiness. 

Lovegrove now called upon the Dean, who had en- 
tered so much into Beauvoir's impressions, to tell us 
those that flourished most in his own memory; and, as 
he had been foremost in promoting the conversation, 
we looked for something of great interest from him. 
But to our surprise he disappointed us, saying, "That 
a clergyman, if honest, when called upon for his 
strongest impressions, could only give the history of 
sinners on their death-beds ; — which would not at all 
suit the present occasion." He, therefore, to our re- 
gret, begged off. And as he looked for the time very 
serious, we did not like to press him. 

Lovegrove, therefore, called upon Mr. Sadburn, the 

fentleman of the sad and serious brow, and asked if 
e had any illusions which he delighted or feared to 
remember ? His answer, however, and what followed, 
deserve a section of their own. 
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''From the tables of my memorj I'll wipe away aJl trivial fond 
records," Hamliet. 

" You will get little oiF me,'* said Mr. Sadburn, in 
answer to Lovegrove's question, " for I have no plea- 
sure in remembering what 1 can no longer enjoy. My 
state, I fear is the reverse of my honourable friend's 
who spoke last, and whom, I own, I envy. Por, 
though once alive, perhaps as much as he, to the im- 
pressions he has so well described, I feel too bitterly 
the having survived them, to feed upon their reminis- 
cence. I am rather like the poor prisoner of Fother- 
ingay— 

^ * I stgk and lament me in vain ; 
These walls can but echo my moan ; 
And thought can but add to my pain, 
For I thmk on the days that are gone.^ 

** In sober truth, I never was open to the pleasures 
of illusion, in other words, of self-deception. I was 
always for reality. While I had it, I enjoyed it ; and 
grieve that lean enjoy it no longer." 

" You seem, liowever," said the Dean, to have en- 
joyed our good landlord's venison, to say nothing of 
the nepenthe which you are now stopping. That, at 
least, is no illusion." 

" The palate," returned Mr. Sadburn, ** is one of 
the very few pleasures left to ia poor ci-devant jeune 
homme ; but it ill makes up for the loss of our beattz 
jours. Mine were, I own, so sweet that I dare not 
trust myself to recall them. In short, I am completely 
sensible of what is related of Walcot,* who, in his last 
days, when his friend asked what he could do for him 

* Peter Pindar. 
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replied, ^ Give me back my youth,' With youth, the 
sweetener of life, hope is gone; and hope is so necesh 
pary to happiness, nay, I might say, is so entirely hap» 
piness itself, that the poets, as wp know, make the 
want of it one of the chief punishments of hell Now, 
V^hat hope remains tp an pid man? What can he 
(embark ip with any prospect of a happy, or, indeed, of 
^ny issue ? * The end crowns the work,' is a maxim 
the earliest learnt, and the latest parted with. Yet this 
^s denied to old age, which has survived all hope of an 
end. I go into a well stored library ;-t— I open a volqme 
pf science ; — what hope haye I of time to acquire it, 
pr to profit by its use if I do ? I dive into history in 
prder to slydy the world ! For \yhat purpose, when I 
^nri about tp quit jt ? If I byilcj a house, every stone 
>yould remind me th?it I ought to be building my tomb, 
Jf I cultivate a beautiful garden, I feel that I am not 
tp re^p its fruit; if I qdmire a beautiful lady, she tell3 
me the seaspp of love is no more." 

This conclusion of the evils attending the loss of 
youth, created a good deal of laughter in which Sad- 
burn himself joined. As soon as it was over, however, 
the Dean observed — 

f*My good friend, you livp top much alone. Neither 
your age, nor the treatment you have received, give 
you a warra^nt to shut out the world. I say nothing of 
the season of love; but I, who am not yet very old^ 
p?iq remember you gay among the gay; aqtive among 
the active ; at the ball, the chase, the club ! How did 
yon pnpe plunge head and ears into politics, which not 
only, interested, but occupied your whole mind ? To 
be sure, you maynotbeable nowtqdance at aball asyoq 
did when you were a young man of fifty! But yoi| 
inig^t 3till lovQ a fiddle, and to contemplate the happi- 
ness of those young persons whose grandmothers you 
admired." 

**Ah| those grandmothers!" returned Sadburn; 
<* How miserably withered dp they make me feel myr 
self! But the spectre of ^ome nymph whom I may 
have ?idmired, or danced with forty years ago, top 
often crosses me, arrayed in wrinkles and fat, and tells 
pip (in a cracked voice,) how fond I was once of he?* 
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singing. Only the other day I met in the streets here» 
a little shrivelled old man without teeth, and a bronzed 
face, who crawled up to me with as much pleasure as 
he could infuse into his sunken eye, and said he believed 
we had been young men together. I begged to be ex- 
cused, and declared I did not know him ; but the fellow, 
because he was worth two or three plums, would not 
be put off, and forced himself upon my recollection, to 
my own great dismay. Others, again, whom I should 
be content still to know, take it into their heads not to 
know me; 'and the intimacies of joyous youth, and 
golden expectations, are frozen to ice and forgetful* 
ness, when perhaps their continuance would most warm 
one." 

" 'This is but a sad account," said the Dean, «* and 
I trust greatly overcharged ; for we know you to be 
still popular; only, as is to be expected, you have 
exchanged the popularity of a youth, for that of an 
old man." 

« Pardon me," said Sadburn, " my popularity, if ever 
I had it, has fled with my youth. This I could for- 
give ; for popularity implies not esteem, and is as little 
to be depended upon as the evanescence of the rain- 
bow. But of all the caprices of life, those which I 
most deplore, and can least account for, are not merely 
the changes, but the causeless dropping, of friendships 
once dear to the heart. This I have found too often 
even in youth, how much inoKe in useless old age ! 
Yet this is between persons not separated by distance 
or change of station, or fortune — (for I speak not of 
upstarts, or the known case of old friends with new 
faces;) but where, the outward circumstances remain- 
ing the same, the whole inward feeling is thoroughly 
extinguished. Kindness, alacrity, perpetual and mutual 
pleasure at one another's houses, are changed, we know 
not why, for formal bows of recognition ; and airthis 
with no consciousness of having deserved it, but pro- 
ceeding merely from the vile effects of a vile worldly 
life. Give me leave to say these are real miseries, 
which, if you, Dean, have escaped, you are one of the 
happy, rray heaven you remain so !" 

The Dean, somewhat moveid, ventured to doubt the 
10* 
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reality of the fact ; attributing much of it to fancy, that 
often so sported with our feelings ; but Sadburn shook 
his head. 

" No, Dean 1" said he; **were I a minister out of 
place, or a man once rich but out at elbows ; were I 
no longer able to keep a cookj or had a wife forced to 
give up her Opera box, these changes might be ex- 
pected of course. But to meet with a vapid and cold 
stare, instead of a glad welcome, or find a door closed 
which once flew open at your approach, and all with- 
out a reason, comprehensible or incomprehensible; this 
is a wonder as well as a misfortune, which, with all 

?Qur philosophy, you can as little unravel as console, 
'ou do not, therefore, do well to counsel me to return 
to a world which has done with me. It is not philo- 
fK>phy, but necessity, that shuts me up. 

f* You mentioned balls. I do not go to them, bct 
cause, unlike my friend here, the young people with 
their lighter toes, and the ravishing music to which I 
once listened, fill me with envy instead of delight. I 
have left off hunting, because I saw it had left oflfme, 
As for the club, those are gone who once thought me 
s\n Qrs(cle; and as we all Iik*e to be oracles, I say to 
myself I have done with politics," 

" Be it so," said the Dean ; " but a g?izettq in th^ 
closet might still have attractions." 

*♦ To see who is dead, who married," returned Sadr 
bqrn ; *< yes ; hut what man of feeling, or any one 
really alive to any thing but the grossest self-intereat, 
or most unprincipled ambition, can now run that once 
generous and animated race ? Those who find their 
account in hypocritical professions., and revolt not at 
being covered with filth and Billingsg?ite to obtain 
their ends, may, for me, oourt and enjoy the applausQ 
of the kennel. I never could admire a popular minir 
ster, who to popularity sacrificed his country, any mor^ 
than a popular preacher who, for applause, prostituted 
his pulpitt At present I like those mob-courters less 
than e>*er; they force me to exclaim with Cicero,— r 
< Poptdares hti jam etiani m^^^slo^ homines, sMt>ilar^ 
^ocuerunV " 
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This sentiment met with the approbation of the 
whole party, and Sadburn went on ;-«- 

** Hence, even all-exciting politics have lost their 
exciting power, and I have little left (horresco refe- 
reus !) but the ironical counsel of the Apostle, * Let us 
eat and drink, for to-morrow we die.' " 

^* I pever thought," said the Dean, " that St. Paul 
could be pressed into the service of such an argu- 
ment : — but I have heard that the devil can cite Holy- 
Writ." 

«* Allowing your joke," replied Sadburn, " I think I 
have accounted for the quiet platitude that has suc*^ 
ceeded, in my old age, to the pleasures of youth; 
which to think of would far from gratify me." 

*^ Yet many of the pleasures of sense, besides the 
table," paid Lov^grpve, " are vivid to the last. Mu* 
^ic, for example, to which Beauvoir hag done such 
justice." 

^* Music," replied Sadburn, with a sigh, «' that re- 
minds me of many a loved person that I have lost. 
No ! my harps are all unstrung, and lie in broken frag* 
ments around me. There is. nothing, in fact, to break 
in upon my position, that memory is a sad thing." 

" Are we to say, then," asked Lovegrove, '* that you 
care not for the world ?" 

«* Not exactly," he answered, " for I am not one of 
thos^ who abuse the world because they are abopt to 
quit it, I would no more do so than abuse you, after 
all the good things you have given qs, because we must 
soon leave you." 

^' This is but cold philosophy, after all," said the 
Dean, " and I would rather call another cause." 

Here we looked at tha Physician, who was men- 
tioned as a part of our company when we sat down, 
and who had, as yet, scarcely opened his lips. 

^* Conrje," gaid Loyegrove, as chairman, " there is 
no one who has such opportunities for observing hu" 
man nature, as an observing physician. We count 
ppon your pnlightenjng us, from the knowledge you 
niust have acquired of all the passions." . 

" I grieve to think how you will be disappointed,'' 
repli^4 tb^ Physician, whope rjame was Beveridge, 
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•* evon though our profession deserved the character 
you give it- I would rather you applied to a lawyer, 
if you had one here." 

We all protested against this, if only from the in- 
sulated lives of lawyers, which rendered them all pe- 
dants. 

"There are exceptions," said the Dean; "but, for 
my part, "as soon as a lawyer comes into company, I 
think myself in the witness-box. 

" Where, however, they themselves say," observed 
Dr. Beveridge, " more knowledge of the world is to be 
obtained than in any other given space, though of a 
thousand times its dimensions." 

" Possibly of the roguish part of it," said the Dean ; 
"but the touchstone of a sick chamber, and more 
especially of a death-bed, is more effectual, I should 
think, in unveiling the heart, than a cross^xamina- 
tion." 

" We are more confided in, perhaps," answered Be- 
veridge, " because less feared. We are required to 
be softer, and appeals are made to our pity ; we see, 
therefore, more of the little weaknesses and coquetries 
of our nature, (especially among the ladies,) than the 
terrific lawyer, who rushes forward, sword in hand, 
either for attack or defence. 

" It is hence we expect so much from you," said 
Lovegrove ; " so, according to the instructions of the 
committee, I beg to ask you, what passion you have 
found to be the most influential in producing happiness 
in us poor human creatures." 

Dr. Beveridge paused. You should have given me 

^notice," said he. " My philosophy is like some people's 

wit ; it requires preparation. I make all my im- 

Eromptus d loisir, I must rub up my memory, per- 
aps even my ethics, for the mere list of the passions; 
so many implements of action are these last, and so 
ductile the matter they work upon." 

" What would you begin with ?" asked the Dean. 
The Doctor paused again, but seeing the portrait of 
a female author over the chimney, presently said, " Va- 
nity." 
" I had expected Ambition," observed the Dean. 
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'< And I, Lov€ or Hope,*' said L 

^« And I, Pride!" cried Sadbuin. 

** What think you of Avarice ?" asked Beauvoir. 

" Or Religious Fanaticism, or the Pleasure of Re^ 
venge ?" demanded Lovegrove. 

"Is there no one who will advocate the love of Re* 
form?" sgtid the Dean^ 

• All these," observed Beveridge, " are resolvable 
into my sweeping class of Vanity ; which, whether in 
the extent, the duration, or the power of its necromantic 
empire, I should say was the dominating passion of 
the worldr She is a royal queen ; and the rest, sturdy, 
violent, or dangerous as they may be, are only her 
subjects. Nor are the other half so amiable, or so 
productive of happiness — which, I take it, is our real 
question. Ambition too often 

* overleaps itself, and falls o* the other pldef 

^nd besides, has no resting-place, if it does not. Its 
pleasures are rather excitement than happiness; and 
like the excitement of brandy, it cannot be resisted, 
but exhausts. Besides, for the most part, it possesses 
pnly man, not woman-kind,— whose ambition, if they 
have it, is in fact vanity, aft^r all." 

" But love and hope '?" said I, 

" If any could dispute it with the sovereign I have 
selected," replied he, "it would be they. Bqt they 
have woes and disappointments, sometimes even to 
madness. The wounds of vanity are, comparatively, 
mere scratches; or if wounds, they are like the wounds 
pf Achilles' spear, healed by itself. Take authors for 
example. A man's play is damned. He consoles him-» 
self, by swearing the audience was packed : he will 
• shame the rogues, and print it.' Depend upon it, a 
damned author not an unhappy being ; while, if he suc-r 
ceed, who so happy ? There the poet of vanity waa( 
right in his apostrophe 



" * Almighty Vanity ! to thee we owe 

pur zest of pleasure, and our balm of wo.*' *' 

• ypung's lipve of Fame, 
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" You say nothing of the superior force of pride," 
suid Sad burn. 

" It is great, indeed, while it lasts," returned the ob- 
server of naen ; " but not only its power can scarcely 
be said to be superior in degree to that of vanity, but 
its disappointments are gangrenes ; and the number of 
their votaries is not to be compared. The force of 
vanity, you know, made Empedocles throw himself 
into a volcano. Vanity makes patriots, orators, poets, 
and misanthropes, and even soldiers and sailors : it in- 
fluences or alters the constitutions of the states. On 
the other hand, it makes more fools than all the vota- 
ries of all the passions put together. For even con- 
tempt and ridicule are hugged to the heart as sweet, 
in preference to want of notice altogether. Hence I 
have known an instance of an author, angry at not 
being reviewed, sending a very ill-natured critique of 
his own work to a magazine, which was immediately 
published, to his very great delight: — 

'**Thti8 every soul finds reason to be proud, 

Though hiss'd and hooted by the pointing crowd.*' " 

"It reminds me," said Beauvoir, "of an English 
bourgeois gentilhomme, who boasted that George II. 
had spoken to him, and when asked what he said, it 
was found to be — * You rascal, what are you doing in 
my garden?*" 

" I begin to be a disciple of your creed," said the 
Dean. " We will not inquire into the moral justice of 
the phenomenon; but it is certain I have observed that, 
though vain people may not be what^ wise people 
would admit to be happy, they are seldom the contra- 

ry." 

" They have a delightful elasticity about them." re- 
turned Beveridge, " which soon restores them to plump- 
ness and rotundity, whatever indentations they may 
have suffered from disappointments, little or great. 
Their dominions, too, are more widely extended than 
any other. Look at all the professions." 

• Young'* Love of Fame^ 
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" Physic among them !" crfed the Dean. 

**0! by all means," answered Beveridge: " Who so 
happy, for instance, as the youthful Esculapius, when, 
for the jSrst time, he steps into his chariot ! what sound 
was ever so grateful as the rolling of its wheels ? 
Should he throw off in the City, and get transplanted 
to the West end, the advance in happiness is immense ; 
but get him to Windsor, and his fool's paradise is con* 
summate." 

" You are at least honest," said the Dean ; "but can 
so grave a profession admit of such feelings ?" 

" Nothing rhore common," replied the Doctor. 

<* There is my friend — , an excellent physician, a 

scholar, a philosopher, and a learned lecturer. He 
first practised in the City; then got to Bedford-square; 
is now very West indeed, and attends Dukes. No 
youthful lover smiled upon by his mistress ; no youthful 
senator successful in his maiden speech ; no gentlemen 
cadet, when he first carriied colours, was ever more 
pleased with this progress than my learned friend. 
The deserved respect which the whole college sin- 
cerely show him, is not half so delightful!" 
! "I suppose he cuts his old friends of the City," said 

' the Dean. 

I ** Not quite," returned Beveridge ; " but he some- 

I times has been known to say, * After I have looked ih 

upon the Minister, and inquired after Lady Elizabeth, 
I am under the necessity of attending an opulent 
tradesman.* Never was a happier being!" 

We were all amused with this picture, and gave the 
Doctor credit for his candour, as it was of his own 
profession, though the Dean said it was a little roguish, 
and looked like treason. 

" I think you speak so much con amoeer continued 
the Dean, "that your own vanity must be excited in 
describing that of others: certainly conYersational 
vanity is not the weakest." 

" Far from it," replied the Doctor, " and I scarcely 
know any species of it that confers greater happi- 
ness, It also excites industry and learning to a very 
great degree." 
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"Learning 1" cried we all. 

" Yes, for many people who can and do read, woald 
never have done so, but for the hope of shining after^ 
dinner." 

" We have all,' then, I perceivey" said the Dean, 
eood-bumouredly, "studied a great deal this morning? 
JOT we have, at least, been very agreeable ; and if it i^ 
owing to this delightful passion, you ooght to write as 
well as talk her praises, as Erasmus did those of Folly/ 
Did you, however, ever know Vanity do any good to 
others, in consequence of possessing it ?" 

" Ask the whole world for your answer," said Beve- 
ridge. " Look ait all the ball and dinner-giving nobility, 
gentry, and clergy ; ask the opeh-house-keeping coun-» 
try 'Squire ; ask the modern Macsenases, and almost 
alt patrons of all departments. To how many thou- 
sands of dependent agents are not its advantages com* 
mtmicated ! Look at the thousands spent perhaps in 
one night, aH to be repaid by perhaps one little news-* 
paper paragraph the ne!xt moVning. Can the gratifi- 
cation of any passion say so much? For my part, I 
shall always bless it, for it first got' me' into bSasiness.'" 

" This must be curious," said we all; "pray tell us^ 
how." 

" It was merely thus," replied Beveridge : " you all 
know Lady A., of the very first fashion and influence, 
whose lealst countenamce, or word of praise', is almost 
a certain fortune to its happy object. Lutikily for me^ 
she was, and is, an authoress ;^ and luckily, too, for my 
good faith, did once write a' very tolerable btrok. 
Well, my stars seated me one day next to her at a din^ 
ner in a very great houses How I caWe there I can: 
hardly tell, still less how I canae to be so seated. Aa 
she was highly blue, «nd of the very best monde, I was 
frightened out of my wJFts, but was saved by two little 
criticai circumstances. Her ladyship, provided she 
was allowed to talk, did not greatly insist upon being 
talked to; and I, ow my part, had viery great taletits 
for listening, which I had acquired at three or four 
€ontinentai Courts, whence I had just returned. Thia^ 
made Lady A. think it worth her while to throw away 



k few minutes upon die; and afterwards I became so 
agreeable — '^ 

Here we began to laugh but he proceeded — 

"I see your> inference from this> and that yon think 
hie as vain as any thing I have described. But I at«r 
inaocent ; for alt I meant was, that I became so agiee- 
able by listening, (for, luckily, not one wprd could I 
get iny) that the Lady gave me still more of her at* 
tention. In particular, 3ie was anxious to kEiow whe^ 
ther the rage for Engliish works continued abroad, and 
whether a treatise she had had herself brought out, 
upon matter and spirit, had. begun to be read in Ger- 
ftiany. . Luckily for me, I had only to tell the truth, 
ftat it had been well translated, had had ma^y readers, 
dhd I had heard it commended by a Professor of the 
University of Bonn. No more passed, but this was- 
deciarive; and I afterwards found that Lady A. hacf 
every where pronounced me a gentlemen of the very 
first understanding she had ever met with. Not only 
this, but Lord A , a great valetudinarian, who left the 
ftiedical as well as every other department to her 
Ladyship's management, sent for me soon after; many 
brother invalids of quality did the same ; and from that 
time I may date an advance into something like regu- 
lar business. Have I not, then, reason for my homage^ 
to Vanity?" 

We all agreed that this was beyond contradiction, 
and hoped as he had now got among the ladies, he' 
would not dismiss the subject with a mere Blue, whose 
foibles might be that of a gentleman. 

"^ We wish to see more of the dear creatures," said 
Lovegrove, " in their night-caps and dishabilles; which 
you physicians have the advantages of us in doing.- 
rray instruct, us a little in female, as you have in male 
vanities." 

' " The subject would be inexhaustible," replied Be- 
veridge. 

" ^ much the better for us/' observed the Dean y 
fcr — 

* Whether the charmer sinner it or saint it,- 
If folly grow romantic, you must paint it.^ 

VouII^ll 
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*' All we wish to know is whether this happy paS' 
sion, as you depict it, can shed its influence even over 
a sick room." 

** I have seen such a thing/' said Beveridge, ** and 
Dcver knew whether to approve or deplore it most 
In a moral point of view, and as a physician to the 
soul, like you. Dean, I should know what to do ; as a 
curator of the body, I am afraid I was not sorry to 
have vanity for my ally ; it has saved me many a sti- 
mulating draught." 

'< And pray may we ask under what favour could 
that appear 1" said the Dean. 

'* Ask younger physicians than myself, ** answered 
the Doctor, « and particularly the unmarried ones. I 
certainly do remember having, when thirty years 
younger, f6lt the pulse and looked at the cheek of la- 
dies, much more set off with becoming ribands and 
laces in their caps, their shawls more gracefully put 
on, and their eyes, perhaps, less heavy, than at present 
I pretend not to divine the reasen ; but if a church 
prevent not a flirtation, I see not the reason why a 
sick room should; that is to say, when the phy- 
sician is young, and the lady not very ill. If death, 
indeed, impend, and the doctor be old, or married, the 
case is somewhat altered. If not, the sick room of a 
lady may have as many barometers as a drawing- 
room. J remember, indeed, being once the confidant of 
a brother physician, who had conceived great hopes, 
from his patient, a widow, having added muslin bor- 
ders to her sheets during his visits. But they were all 
petrified on her taking them off again, and never hav- 
ing renewed them. Could I but see -those flounces 
again," said he, ** I might yet be happy I" 

Imagine our laughter at this sally of the Doctor. 
He wound up with saying that, where the cases had ~ 
not been very lingering or exhausting, he had seen the 
love of pleasure and the love of sway prevail with fe- 
males, at least to within a very few hours of death it- 
self ; and he concluded by asserting that those lines of 
Pope on Narcissa were by no means a caricature. 

" Odious in woollen, *twould a saint provoke, 
Were the last words that poor Narcissa spoke. 
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No ! let a charming chintz, and Brassels lao« 
Wrap my cold limbs, and shade my lifeless face. 
One would not sure look frightful when one*8 dead — 
And Betty, give this cheek a little red.** 

With this sally the Doctor concluded his panegyric on 
vanity, which ever since I have ranked among my 
sources of happiness. 

The party having now almost all delivered their 
opinions, Lovegrove turned to Sir Felix Buoyant, who, 
it will be recollected, Had arrived at Bath only that 
morning,^th letters of introduction to him ; and whom 
he asked, if not disagreeable, to favour them with his 
sentiment&on the subject in discussion. 

" I have listened," said Sir Felix, '< with as much 
pleasure as attention^ to my enlightened neighbour 
here, who, as human nature (mind as well as body,) 
is his professed stud](, ought to know (and, no doubt, 
does know, better than any of us,) what are the most 
important springs of human happiness. His praise of 
vanity, too, is so forcible, as well as amusing, that it 
would make a good pendant to the praise of folly by 
Erasmus. What his own profession, as well as the 
ladies he has calumniated, will say to him for his ca- 
lumnies, he must, I suppose, have calculated, when 
he ventured so far in support of his theory, For my 
part, I am not so courageous as to run the risk of rous- 
ing a nest of hornets ; — which he* certainly would, if 
his opinions were known. I, therefore, in very kind- 
ness to him, propose that none of us divulge the senti- 
ments he has broached. I allow, however, that vanity 
is perhaps of all passions the greatest exciter, and the 
greatest soother, except possibly one, which seems 
somehow to have escaped us." 

We all, with. one voice, asked what this could be. 

" What all of us," replied he," " have more or less 
felt, more or less lived upon, more or less wofshipped, 
pursued, eulogized, or execrated, from our cradles to 
our graves!" 

" He must mean ambition," said the Dean, 

** Love," said Beauvoir. 

" Avarice," said Lovegrove. 

f* Glorjr," said L 
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" Despair," said Sadburn. r 

" Hope," answered Sir Felix ; " hope, that mixes 
itself with all you have named, and would with every 
other you could name — even revenge and envy. Nor, 
strong and bright as vanity is, never ending, still be- 
ginning ; ever varying, ever buoyant ; in sickness, or 
in health ; in the cottage, or the palace ; in rags, or in 
velvet; can she ip any of these respects boast a greater, 
certainly not a sweeter power, than hope possesses 
over the heart of man ? It supports him under every, 
the blackest misfortune; when all is lost he will not 
jbelieye himself lost ; it gleams through the bars, and 
opens the locks of a prison; nor will.it abandon him 
even at the galiows. I remember onc^ a lieutenant of 
the navy, who went through all the pains of drowning 
by. falling overboard, and who, being asked what be 
felt ox thought of while sense remained ; * Faith,' said 
he, * exactly of what happened* — ^that you would fish 
xne up again before I was quite dead.' " 

We admired this illustration, and only wished for 
inore. Sir Felix went on : — 

'^r« what, then, does not this delightful passion in- 
fluence, sooth, or strengthen our nerves 1 It led Co-i 
lumbus round the warid, when do one knew the worl4 
was ro^nd ; it impelled Cortes and Pizarro to under-* 
takings which might have frightened Alexander him- 
jself; and it succeeded in propagating true religion^ 
though opposed by fire and sword. It prompts ta 
deeds of death, to gain renown- or fortune, where no 
chance seetns to exist for eithen What was the moU 
to of the pliant but rebellious Percy, when he aimed 
at the deSroneraent of his ungrateful master? — * Es-r 

Eeranza.' But hope equalizes, not merely the noble, 
ut the beggar, with the king. It brings tnc soldier to 
a level with his general, and gives his mistress to a 
lover's arms. But why enumerate or attempt to de-^ 
scribe beauties or properties which have been already 
painted in never dying colours, by one whom we nvay 
call her own high priest and poet, and who built her a 
temple to which we always throng again and again with 
the same delight, and always quit with the same regret.^ 

* WiB need not say this high-priest jind poet was Campbell. 
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"In humbler prose, why do we call the days of our 
youth, par excellence, our beaux jours, but because 
they are gilded all over by this delightful passion ; 
resemblmg, in this spring of our lives, the sweet 
spring of the year, or, as it has been exquisitely de- 
scribed — 

* The mom and liquid dew of youth.* 

I need not, therefore, ask you to recollect the picture 
of Hope by another of her poets, bidding * lovely scenes 
at distance hail' — calling upon hef to prolong her 
strain — 

* And where her sweetest theme dhe chose, 

A soft responsive voice was heard at' every close, 

And Hope, enchanted, smiled and waved her golden hur.* *' 

We were all pleased at this rhapsody, all but Sad- 
burn, who looked dissent, particularly when the pane- 
gyrist of Hope concluded by saying — 

•• In short, it is the very genius and life-blood of our 
mortal career ; and as the imagination is as unbounded, 
Qs^ the future is uncertain, it is better and richer than 
possession itself. For possession satiates ; while hope 
never tires, but is the spur of the young and the support 
of the old." 

" Of the old !" cried Sadburn with emotion. " What 
hope' can exist for those who are past all hope ?" 

"The greatest of all I have mentioned yet," an- 
iBwered Sir Felix ; "the hope of another, world !" 

" Quite right," observed the Dean, " even in a sen* 
mial point of view ; for it will give Sadburn the best 
2est for his turtle and venison, which, he says, is the 
only pleasure left." 

This hit at Sadburn'^ last remaining pleasure, was 
quite in the Dean's own way; a hit and a sermon at 
the same time ; and it made all but Sadburn himself 
laugh. Sir Felix went on — 

" I need not tell you of the gamester's hope, when he 
risks a fortune upon a card ; of the farmer'^, when 
he ploughs his fields ; of the merchant's, when ^ he sails 

11* ^ 
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from far;' nor even of the robber's in the fprest of 
Germany, when formerly he lay in wait for hours, and 
with his ear to the ground, to ascertain the approach 
of a carriage ! Shall I talk to the> Doctor here of the 
hope of a sick-bed, 

* Hope travels through, nor leaves us till we die.* 

or to the Dean of that of a death-bed ? The last I 
have glanced at ; and I, perhaps, should not be contra- 
tradicted by many were I to say that, with a propep 
subject, it is the brightest of all," 

"Certainly not by me," observed the Dean; *^and 
you could not have wound up your catalogue of benefits 
from Hope better than by this illustration." 

" You say nothing of failures," said Sadburn. 

"Nor is it necessary I should," refplied Sir Felix, 
^*It is riot requisite for our dreams of happiness that 
they should be realized ; anymore than that the great? 
est of all pleasures, those of imagination, should be 
sober certainty. Who, as we have already been told, 
has not been happier in his dreams, than when awake?" 

"Aye! there's the rub," said Sadburn; "and were I 
disposed, I could give you authority for authority ; goo4 
prose truths for your poetical fictions. I think it is 
Feltham who calls this mistress of yours * the mis- 
erable man's god, but the presumptuous man?s devil ;' 
f the bladder of a bay learning to swim ; it keeps 
him from sinking, but tempts him beyond his depth f 
*she fools us,' says the old moralist, * with her silken 
delusions.' * She is generally a wrong guide, though 
good company on the way,' says Halifax ; * she brush- 
eth through hedge arid ditch, but coming to a great 
leap, is apt to fall and break your bones.' * Lastly,' 
says Bacon, * she is a good breakfast, but a bad sup- 
pen' In- my opinion^ therefore, she is a confounded 
jilt." • . . 

"Be it so," said' Sir Felix, nothing disconcerted; 
f' for did I not tell you imagination was better than pos- 
session itself? And who would refuse the delight of 
bejieving while it lasted, from the feay that in the end 
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he might be deceived ? What would not you yourself 
give to be yoiing, happy, and jilted again ?" 

This occasioned some merriment -at Sadburn/s ex- 
pense. The Physician, who had hitherto been silent 
on this topic, observed: — 

"All this is very good, and I should be tempted to 
give up the superiority of Vanity, could you name any 
body in practice- who did not, from his disappointments, 
like our knight here of the woful countenance (though 
Jiis we know to be imaginary,) deny and rebel against 
your theory: for I own myself, there seems to be much 
m what Sir Woful has urged against your suppositions, 
warm and attractive though they be." 

" I know not," returned Sir Felix, " that I can sup- 
ply you with such an example as you mjiy choose to 
require; nor do I admit that what you require ought to 
be a sine qua non to your assent to my doctrine, — 
which is, you will observe, only that Hope, M?Ai7e it 
continues^ is as powerful an influence as I have repre- 
presented her. I Kave nowhere said (but the contra- 
ry,) that what she holds out is to be realized. Yet, if 
it were necessary, I think I know one, who, without 
succeeding, nay, who failing in many of his expecta- 
tions, has continued to be happy through life, because, 
in whatever situation, Hope nevei' abandoned him." 

"A nonsuch, or a fool!" exclaimed Sadburn. 

" Neither one nor the other^" returned Sir Felix ; 
<*but in truth, ji plain, though active and confiding, 
homely gentleman, of some degree in the world. He 
is always aspiring, always in pursuit, and though dis- 
appointed in one thing, never deterred from attempting 
another. It is astonishing how many roads he haa 
tried, how many relinquished ; enjoying them all while 
new or promising ; sunning himself here, shading him- 
self there ; now at sea, now on shores a traveller by 
land 'and by water ; a soldier, a sailor, a student, a 
poet, a philosopher ; a reviewer, a politician, a farmer, 
a fox-hunter, a fisherman, a lover, a husband. Some 
of these he relinquished; some relinquished him. All 
gave him. pleasure while they lasted ; none pain when 
he quitted them. He was often, to be suro, cheated in 
his hopes; but no matter, — ^he hoped to do better an* 
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other time. He was also often cheated in his purse ; 
no matter again, — he would find honester people to live 
with in future. He lost some friends by death ; some 
by caprice. He regretted the first, but did not 
pine. He sought not to forget them, by way of 
relief, but cherished their memory, as his best conso- ^ 

lation. For the capricious, he thought caprice de- 
prived them of their value, and looked upon them as 
base coin, that would not pass. In whatever he un- 
dertook, he hoped to succeed. If he failed, and it 
was his own fault, he could not complain ; if another's, 
it could not have been helped, and he was not to 
blame." 

"This is as pleasing as it is extraordinary," said the 
Dean; "there must surely have been some secret talis- 
man, some fairy blessing at his birth, which you have 
not told us of." 

"None," replied Sir Felix, " but a good constitution, 
a contented disposition, health, and quiet nerves. These, 
certainly, are the gift of Heaven ; all the rest depends 
upon ourselves." • 

" But who fiiay this extraordinary person have been?" 
said we all. 

"I know not that he was^xtraordinary," replied the 
Knight ; " but whatever he was, you see him before 
you^ He is your humble seryant." 

At this he bowed, and Lovegrove starting up, could 
not help shaking him by the hand, and thanking their 
mutual friend in Liondon for the accession of pleasure 
which his letter of introduction had procured him. In 
this we, ope and all cordially joined. For myself, 
my regret at so soon quitting this pleasant society, was 
only increased by the impression made by this new 
member of it. ^ 

On this the party broke up ; and the evening being 
fine, and the walk pleasant, I was slad toaccept of an 
invitation from the Dean, whom I had begun much to 
like, to accompany him back to Bath on foot. 

We canvassed all that we had seen and heard at 
Lovegrove*s, particularly the Doctor's nursery disser- 
tation^ which seemed much to the Dean's taste. I'he 
account df himself by Sadburn, did not to me augur 
much for his happiness, although his culinary pleasures. 
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which he did not disguise, either in theory or practice, 
might give him on the whole, a sort of contented ex- 
istence : — for the sleekness of his skin and the ruddi- 
ness of his cheek made up in some measure for his 
bent brow and melancholy air. He was, however, 
any thing but like Yawn ; for, having had no disap- 
pointments, he had no spleen. But it was evident that 
regrets for past pleasures, both sensual and mental, 
predotmijaated; and gave a tinge to his character, which 
was at least not exhilarating. His hopelessness of 
every thing was what most struck mc, and this I could 
not belp remarking to my companion as we walked 
home. 

** Poor man 1" said the Dean, •* this is indeed a defect 
that enfeebles his powers of enjoyment, which might 
otherwise be considerable, nothwithstanding his age. 
For you see he is.weH-informed, intelligent, and has by 
no means thrown away his opportunities. Moreov^ 
he is worthy and good-natured, and upon occasions 
like that we have just witnessed, capable of being good 
company. He burthens no one with his supposed 
miseries, which, in fact, are much exaggerated, and 
therefore the more easily kept to himself ; while on the 
other hand, the pleasures of sense, to which (having, 
as he holds, been deprived of all others,) he says he 
has a right, are by no means neglected. In one very 
important point, I have endeavoured, I may say pro- 
fessionally, to reclaim him. I mean his hopelessness. 
This, so far from following because he is old, ought, 
with minds properly imbued with religion, to depress 
him less and less, the nearer he approaches the great- 
est of all hope, that of future happiness." 

" To tell you the truth," said I, " I rather wondered 
you did not bring this for\vard in the late discussion." 

" The place did not suit," answered the Dean; " we 
had met for mirth and merriment, and when I am a 
gentleman at large, to be thought a meddlinff parson, 
is^he last thing I would wish. In private, nowever 
(for I really value the man,) I assure you even my 
zealous labours are hot wanting." 

" And I trust they are successful/' said I. 

'* I grieve to say," replied the Dean, " not yet The 
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VforMf the loss of ivhich he so much laments, has still 
too great a hold of hira. However, in that respect, 
having no very atrocious misdeeds to reproach him- 
self with, and being in truth an honest man as the 
world goes, he is absolutely blessed, in comparison 
with' another moral patient of mine (for so I call them,) 
whose mental sufferings it was torture to behold, and 
which were only relieved by death." 

" You greatly excite my curiosity," said I, ** and if 
not impeftinent, I cannot help thinking that the reason 
you gave for being excused from taxing your remem* 
brance of former impressions, arose from some feeling 
of this kind." 

"You have guessed right," replied the Deaq; " and 
the case I allude to, would, I assure you, be not unim- 
portant for a philosopher of human nature, much more 
a Divine, to investigate. But the story, — if a confes- 
sion of a thousand wretched faults, and a fear of dyftag, 
mixed with a professed disbelief of a future state, 
which was shocking, — can be called a story, would 
have implicated thisf poor sufferer, whom I will call 
M iserandus, too much for me either to hint at his name, 
or dwell upon his case. Yet, as the human character 
seems ^o be your study, and this sample of itiias often 
baffled me, if yoD will call upon me before you leave 
Bath, we will talk farther upon it Perhaps your stores 
may enlighten mine." 

" I will willingly attend you," I replied, " though 
without any such hope." 

We then fell upon other matters during the remain* 
der'of our walk, by a pleasant twilight, which lasted 
till we saw the white buildings of the city, towering 
in grandeur above us, and lit by a glorious moon, 
which now arose in cloudless majesty. 

^ And o'er the deep lier silver manUe threw." 
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SECTION XXIX- 

REHORSB. 



•»If thoube'est Death, I'll g^ive thee England's treasure^ 
Enough, to porchase such another island. 
So thou wilt let me live and feel no pain." 

"Lord Cardinal, if thou think'st on Heaven's bliss, 
Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope! 
He dies, and makes ho sign. Oh! God forgive him." 

^ 2nd Part of Hinrt VL 

I GAVE above a week longer to the cultivation of 
the sensible and benevolent Divine, whose character 
and. conversation had so much attracted me; and who 
seenaed so much at peace both with himself and the 
world (the follies of which last he both bore with and 
laughed at,) that I could not help giving him a niche 
among the happy. Indeed, I gave the place itself cre- 
dit for a great deal of interest, and therefore of hap- 
piness, as a region where a man who wished to unite 
the quiet of independence with social pleasure, might 
do well to pitch his tent. I therefore entered into what 
Lovegrove told me had been his motive when he re- 
solved to quit public life, for settling here, instead of at 
a very pretty paternal residence which he possessed in 
Cumberland. It is true the latter was amons the lakes, 
and the lakes were paradise ; but only^ as he said, io 
occasional visiters^ or to men devoted to solitude from 
being estranged from the world. It is true too, there 
were poets who, arpid these recesses, had delighted 
the age, and who enjpyed them as solitudes. 

"But as I was neither such a poet as those, nor 
sought solitude from any other cause," said Lovegrove ; 
<^ and as I certainly had not quarrelled with mankind, 
I willingly renounced a scene and manner of life bor- 
dering upon dullness, for one which allowed me to cul- 
tivate the agreeable of my species, without subjecting 
me to the leaven of common-place." 
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The dijaner and conversation I had recently enjoyed 
at Lovegrove's, made me readily understand these 
hiotives. 

It may be supposed that I did not neglect the Dean's 
promise, of informing me further concerning Miseran- 
dus; though I left it to himself to clioose the time for 
performing it. He had a long room or gallery, quite 
at the top of hrs house, lined on both jsides with books, 
which we often visited. One morning, after we had 
taken three or four turns in it, he stopped and observed^ 
" This retired place, where I only see the world in the* 
various lore which surrounds us, always reminds me* 
of the poor man I lately meptioned to you." 

" Miserandus 1" 

"The same. It was here that he unburthened him-' 
self of much of the load that pressed upon him. Bu^ 
I fear the unburthening of it dTd not < cleanse the foul 
bosom;' nor could any topic I might use pluck the- 
* rooted sorrow ' from his memory." 

" He had then, I suppose, great crimes to repent of." 

" Great crimes certainly ; but he was perhaps even* 
still more remarkable for a perpetual, unremitting con- 
tinuance in a career of disgusting petty vices, which, 
while they preyed upon his conscience, and hurt his- 
pride to think of, plunged him into a system of un- 
ceasing hypocrisy} in order to disguise them both from 
himself and his fellow-men. For, strange to say, he 
was a sort of Balaam, that worshipped the idol Re- 
putation ; and really like Balaam, he wished to * die* 
the death of the righteous,' although, in his secret 
mind, he was every day and every hour doing that 
whiph, if known, would have forfeited all claim to it.." 

"A most extraordinary character," I observed, "and 
such as r yet have never met with, though I have seen^ 
hypocrites enough*" 

"The most marvellous part of it," continued the 
Dean, " was^that though he was perfectly aware of 
the number of wrongs, and even meannesses, he was- 
in the habit of committing — such as secret breaches' 
of faith, falsehoods and flatteries without number, cor^ 
mptions, violations of decency of all kinds, and posi- 
tive injuries to the happiness of many; — yet he w-as* 
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so little alive to the reproaches of his own heart, that 
he laboured to stifle them by the most disgusting so»- 
phistry." 

" And did he succeed ?" 

" Often so far as to preserve a tolerable opinion of 
himself. Nay, such was his devotion to the charac- 
ter, and name of * gentleman,' that to have been proved 
unworthy of it, or at least that it should have been 
discovered, would have driven him mad." 

"You astonish me," said I, "more and more." 

"I am astonished at it myself/' said the Dean', 
" though I have often had it before me. " Yet such is 
the inconsistency of self-love, and such the power -of 
bad habits, that to be a contradiction seems only a 
part of our nature. Here, however, the- contrast be- 
tween what he thought, and what he did, was so 
glaring, that it surpasses imagination to think how he 
could consume so many years, as life flitted from him, 
before the consciousness of guilt broke over him like 
thunder. He owned to me that his whole life had been 
a deceit ; and yet he professed (and believed toe) that 
he abhorred disguise. His countenance was open, and 
so he thought his heart ; yet every minute of the day 
he had some motive to conceal. He was constant and 
adroit in flattery, yet hated a Batterer worse than a 
thief. He violated all rights of confidence, and was 
faithless to trust ; yet never having been detected, as- 
sured his own soul that good faith and honour were 
the noblest attributes of man. He had also many 
larger vices, not so^ easy to conceal, which corroded 
him therefore the more — since, though he was content 
to be criminal, he could not bear 'to be suspectedi 
Hence, to those who were cognizant, and those whd 
suspected, he became the absolute and most miserable 
slave. This he confessed was the severest punish- 
ment his proud spirit could undergo ; and he owned to 
me in a tone of rage, as well as remorse, that the mi^- 
sery of being in other people's power was equal to any 
hell that could be inflicted upon him." 

" Poor wretch 1" I exclaimed ; " but surely there must 
have been vices in his life far greater than those you 

Vol. II.— .1^ 
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have described, amounting, I ahould think, even to the 
grossest sins." 

" You shall hear,'^ proceeded the Dean* " A long 
and wasting illness, and the sentence of his physicians, 
having convinced him that his life was shortened, he 
came here to die ; and as he had always kept so fair 
with the world, it ^ave him much of its sympathy. 
This pleased, but it also distressed him ; and for the 
first time he turned his eyes inward upon himself) 
without the sophistry which had hitherto prevented 
his seeing, what he justly called, his deformityi He 
had been oAen made anxious, fearful, and mortified, 
by what menaced him from without ; but he was now 
miserable from the goadings within. In short, at the 
age of fifty, he, for the first time, discovered that there 
was such a thing as conscience ; and he was haunted 
by spectres he had never seen before. Under this 
pressure, being his old acquaintance, he sent forme. I 
suspected the nature, but did not understand the facts, 
of his case. I saw there was a load upon his mind. 
His destiny was not so immediate, but that he might 
have indulged in society ; which he was always fontl 
of, and for which he was formed ; for he had ability 
and address, and was much liked by the world. But 
he now shunned company, was much by himself, and 
was sometimes seen in lone places, striking his fore- 
head, and casting his eyes to heaven, as if in distress. 
I once found him in this situation; and asking him kindly 
after the cause, and whether I could be of any service 
to him ; he wrung my hand, and said, with a deep 
sigh, he believed I could. When I professed my 
readiness, and aaked how, he answered, ' this is not 
the place, and I have much to think of. Come to nay 
lodgings to-morrow.' 

'*I will,'* said I, ''and trust I shall find you re- 
signed to tha^will, and trusting to the mercy of 
Efeaven.'l 

" < Oh, God I that it were so !' he exclaitned, in agi- 
tation; — and waving me away, I thought it best for 
ihe moment to leave him. The next day he seemed 
more composed, but it was the composure of de- 
spair." 
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•• • I have begged you to come to me,^ he said, * be- 
cause I do not think you a bigot, and you can talk ra- 
tionally even about religion. But it is not of religion 
I wish chiefly to speak. If there be another world, to 
that I may address myself by and by. At present it 
is what has passed in this world that employs my 
thoughts and fills me with horror. I am dying, and 
feel that I could leave some reputation behind me ; but 
I am bound to confess, and I vdll confess, that I do not 
deserve it.' 

" I was struck ; but thinking that by confession he 
wished to obtain the consolation of relimon, I told 
him to hope the best from mercy promised to repent- 
ance." 

'• 'No!' said he, impatiently, and rather loftily," it 
is not that ; but having all my life long lived upon de- 
ceit, I am so much shocked at having stooped to it, 
that I have resolved to punish myself by atripping off 
the mask, and revealing my infamous heart in all its 
depravity.' 

" Good God !*' I exclaimed, greatly shocked. " May 
I not hope this is exaggerated by a remorse which 
often attends, on these occasions, minds that have been 
naturally good V 

<* « Would to Heaven,' exclaimed he, * that your sup- 
position could be founded, and that my mind ever could 
have been good I And yet,' said he, with still more 
misery in his voice and manner, * I was always, from 
a boy, alive to a tale of honour, or a trait of virtue. 
How is it, then ; tell me, I conjure you, you who by 
profession, education, and, I believe, disposition, are a 
casuist, — tell me how it is, that with this temper and 
taste — ^with a mind open as day to all great and gene- 
rous impressions — an admirer, in theory, of every thing 
pure, disinterested, and independent^— I have been in 
practice all that is base, selfish, and corrupt ; — in a 
word, a consummate and most rascally hypocrite?' 

" Here he covered his face with his hands, as if 
afraid to meet my eye." 

" • And yet why,' continued he, recovering, — * why 
should I shun this scrutiny — I who have courted it as 
H retribution (a severe one) for all the imposition I 
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have practised on mankind T I consider myself on my 
death-hied; but, unlike a death-bed confession, this 
does not proceed from fear. There can be no fear, 

merely because I am turned to clay, and no more 

that—' 

" I was sadly shocked, and was going to reply, when 
he stopped me." 

" * No ! my dear Dean,' he continued, ' not now. 
I know what you would tell me, of an hereafter, and 
of peace with Heaven. But this is not what influences 
me; it is my horror at my own base concealment of 
my real character, and my perpetual affectation of 
virtues and sentiments I never . practised, but the re- 
verse of practised, jthat prompts these feelings. Shrink 
not from me when I tell you, that the man bf supposed 
integrity, honesty, and honour ; the pure and delicate 
lover ; the kind husband and friend ; the humble and 
believing religionist ; the independent patriot ; in his 
childhood was a picker, and stealer, and, as he grew 
up, and evil speaker, liar, and slanderer ; in youth, a- 
false pretender to every thing he admired; in man- 
hood^ a fawning sycophant, an ungrateful friend ; a 
seducer and an adulterer, though linked to a radiant . 
angel. Lastly, a wretched Tartuffe ; a cold and de- 
ceiving infidel.' 

" My God !" I exclaimed, *^ what horrors are these i 
but may I not still hope they are the exaggerations of 
despair?" 

" * Alas ! No ! At five years old, like Rousseau, I 
accused a servant wrongfully, and saw him punished 
without compunction* ,He haunts my. dreams even 
now. At school I sneaked to the master, as I afterwards 
in politics sneaked to the Minister ; as a young man I 
made friends by fine professions, and having used them, 
left them. If I was charitable, it was from ostentation. 
With refinement and constancy on my tongue, and 
admiration in my eyes which I did not feel in my 
heart, I courted and ruined young women, whom I af- 
terwards tossed from me. My wife, the meekest of 
beings, I absolutely murdered by unkindness ; I broke 
her ne^t, though she Ujever whispered it; and no mur- 
der was ever naore provable, though never known. 
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Yet all this while I carried myself fair with the world, 
and was reckoned a man of good theories and princi- 
ples : — which was true, whatever the practice. As a 
proof of it, behold me now, a hardened wretch cer- 
tainly, contaminated and corrupted to the core, yet 
too proud to let the world, when I leave it, suppose 
that I was the good man I pretended.' 

" Here he paused, and with unaffected sorrow I be- 
held this extraordinary and appalling wreck ; for he 
absolutely writhed with mental anguish. Thinking to 
lead him to some better motive, I told him there was a 
still higher object than pride to prompt these confes- 
sions, and that piety — — " 

" * Hush 1 hush " said he ; * I have told you that this 
is useless. I begged you to come to me, not as a cler- 
gyman, but a friend, who knows the world; spare, 
therefore, my feelings and your own . labour. You 
would harrow my mind with the vengeance of an of- 
fended God. I tell you at once, that m that God I do 
not believe.' 

" Seeing me shudder still more at this, he went on—" 

" * Let me, however, explain. I am not such a fool 
as to think that we made ourselves, or that we were 
made by chance. But that we are to live again, be 
rewarded or punished, or that we do any thing more 
than fill up, like other brutes, the place designed for 
us in the creation, whatever the end of that design, has 
long by me been decided in the negative. The piety 
and atonement, therefore, which you were going to set 
before me, as a motive to my confession, has no share 
in it ; it is sheer disdain of the hypocrisy I have prac- 
tised, which has made me thus immolate myself. I 
have worshipped an idol, for which I sacrificed all 
self-esteem, all quiet of heart, all real interest; and, I 
may say, all health. This burning cheek ; this hectic 
that consumes me ; my withered brow, my faultering 
tongue, my whirling brain, prove it too fatally. Can 
I do otherwise than dash this idol to pieces, as I now 
do, by these disclosures? No 1 Not If false pride led 
me perpetually wrong, true pride shall, for once, put 
me in the right The only amends a hypocrite can 
make for having affronted the world by living in de? 
12* 
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ceit, is to confess, his hypocrisy, and submit to his 
shame. Yes I It is but right that every body should 
know I am a rascal.' 

" Here he absolutely trembled with the distress of 
the conflict^ and his agony was so great, that I feared 
immediate exhaustion. Indeed, he could not go on ; 
and after having just kept his shattered frame from 
sinking, he said he would retire till better able to re- 
sume the conference. I left him with feelings which 
you may easily imagine. The interview gave me food 
for thought, and will for the rest of my life." 



. SECTION XXX. 

tHE SUBJECT continued; 



**0h! then eternal mover of the heavens. 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch I 
Oh! beat away the busy meddling fiend, 
That lays strong siege unto this wretch's soul. 
And from his bosom purge the black despair." 

Henry VI., Part 2. 

" The next morning, Miserandus forestalled our 
meeting by coming to me, and in this very room re- 
sumed the terrible interest of our preceding conversa- 
tion. When I asked him how he found himself, he 
answered — better, though one day nearer his inevita- 
ble end ; * but better,* said he, * because I think I have 
done right in confiding what I have to you ; but as to 
comfort — it is as far off as ever, npr have I any pros- 
pect but to despair and die.' 

" Do not say so," I answered ; " if you will only di- 
vest yourself of the prejudices which seem to have 
clouded your reason as well as your hope, and which, 
I fain would beKeye, are the chief causes of your des- 
pair — ^you — ^" 

'* ' You would still talk to me of a hereafter, and of 
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a future judgment,' said he. * Oh, God ! what is- that 
but to confirm despair, and make annihilation blissi' 

" Not so," said I ; ** if you would only look at the 
consolations of religion, as well as the fears, which it 
undoubtedly inspires. We are mercifully (oh ! how 
mercifully !) promised every thing upon true repent- 
ance ; and that you are in the right road to it, I cannot 
help hoping. Your present agony, frightful as it is to 
yourself and to me, demonstrates it. I implore you, 
therefore, for your soul's peace, in this its last strug- 
gle, to embrace the offers of a pardoning, though of- 
fended Maker, and to profit by the light which, spite of 
your asserted .disbelief, seems breaking in upon you." 

"*I havQ no light!' replied he, moodily, yet with 
a deep sigh, and dasping his hands together, as if they 
were bound by fetters. 

" Say not so again," I replied ; *' this very dejection, 
this remorse, this voluntary, though late retribution by 
a confession, — the last thing to be expected from a 
hardened man ; — all this shows a mind on which good 
seed has been sown, and which yet may come to fruit." 

** * 'Tis too late/' said he, in a tone of agony, yet 
rafixed with fierceness; * but were.it not, you are wrong 
in thinking my confession arises from remorse, still 
more from fear. I have no fear, and certainly no 
hope. These both belong to the living, not to the 
dead.' 

"This is dreadful," said I. 

" 'Faf from it,' he replied; * it is even comfortable 
to those who have passed a life of wrong doing, such 
as mine. But comfort does not, I own, stand for ar- 
gument: my opinions are deeper founded. Why, I 
would ask, are we to live again, any more than the 
brutes we affect to despise ; ourselves in many things, 
the greater brutes? Reason gives no clue to this: rea- 
son, that convinces, in one way or othei^ in all other 
things !' 

"I agree to that," said I ; " but yw forget the light of 
the Gospel, the best gift of all, and given expressly 
because Reason, as you say, suffices not for conviction-* 

** He seemed touched, and striking his forehead, ex 
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claimed, 'Ha! if this were so !' then striding up and 
down the gallery, he gave way to an agitation which 
I watched, hoping it might lead to better conclusions. 
But all was disappointment. In few moments his de- 
spair, and wish for belief in his horrid creed, returned, 
seemiugly with redoubled force. 

<<<Nor said he; 'flattering as this might be to an* 
other, it can have no flattery for me : — its proof would 
be perdition. But no fear of it. Whatever crafty 
priests or hot-brained zealots may say, the Gospel must 
nave been the creation of folly and superstition, nursed 
into life by enthusiasm, and preserved and extended by 
self-interest. But grant if true : how desperate, how 
agonizing the belief for me, and all like me ! Oh ! my 
good friend, the task you have undertaken is beyond 
you! I even wish not to be convinced ; for with him 
lieho despaired as well as I, I say to myself— 

* * Farewell hope, and, with hope, farewell fear : 
Farewell remorse ; aU good to me is lost.* ** 

Here the Dean stopped, overpowered by his recol- 
lections; and though so entire a stranger to Miseran- 
dus, and almost to the Pean himself,! was also much 
afiected at this description of a mental wretchedness, 
the existence of which the butterfly life I had led had 
not taMgbt me ta contemplate. I ventured, however, 
to express a hope though without much expectation, 
that renewed efforts on the part of this excellent divine 
had wrought some change in his patient before he 
died. 

" I am sorry to say not," replied he; "the gangrene 
of his mind had spread too far. In fact, the fear which 
he professed not to feel, was the real cause of his infii- 
delity. He wished for annihilation because he was 
afraid of imniortality; nor was there time, before his 
death, by converting him to a better creed, to prevent 
bis despair from taking deeper root. Like the slave of 
laudanum, who rejects his physician, and is left to him» 
self, his oniy relief was to increase the dose till it killed, 
And yet notwithstanding his ostensible obstinacy with 
me, he must have had many struggles, and sad fore* 
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bodings with himself; as . some of his papers, which 
were delivered to me by his desire, witnessed. Among 
them was a collection of the heads of arguments for a 
state of future retribution, and which concluded with 
passages from Shakspeare, and one from the Psalms. 

" * Tremble, thou guilty vsrrcrtch, 
That hast within thee crimes unwhipp'd of justice-' 

'* *■ The weariest and most loathed worldly life 
That ag-e, acts, penury or imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To what wc fear in death.* 

"Then came the Psalmist: — * Innumerable troubles 
are come about me ; my sins have taken such hold of 
me, that I am not able to look up, and my heart hath 
failed me/ 

" Poor, poor man! had he been spared, these com- 
punctious visitings of the closet might have turned to 
good. — But God knows best !" 

"My dear Dean," said I, pressing his hand, "your 
story is most melancholy, but most impressive, and 
must do good to all who are in danger of becoming, 
iike Miserandus, wilful infidels. I trust there are not 
many such.'' 

" More, perhaps," said he, "than you are aware of. 
Yet whatever the disbelief professed by thousands too 
gay, too indifferent, too occupied, or too wicked to 
give their minds to this greatest of all subjects, depend 
upon it, of all the sources of happiness Or unhappiness 
in this 8ti*uggling world, there are none so deep, or 
80 critically important, as the proper settlement of our 
religious faith." 

This solemn conclusion of a narrative pregnant with 
interest of the highest kind, wound up the subject in a 
manner to leave nothing wanting. It was a lesson 
which I have treasured ever since, and which, I am 
«Hre, will never be forgotten. 



SECTION XXXI. 

FIBLDINOI9 SEARCH APTRR WILLOUOHBT, 



^FoT now I stand as one upon a rock^ 
Surrounded by a wilderness of sea.**^ 

After taking an affectionate and respectful ieave of 
tb^ excellent Dean, who was in himself a happy proof 
of the happiness which his profession csen cast upon a 
sincere good man, I, at length, quitted Bath. I had 
not forgotten my promise to Willoughby, to join hiiT> 
in Dorsetshire; and on leavingyiherefore, this once gay 
resort of pleasure, and still full of hope to many an 
invalid, I took the road across Wiltshire to Wey- 
ynoutb. 

Few people, who haye not seen it, can imagine the 
rugged, unsheltered savageness, by sea and land, which 
belongs to the Isle of Portland. The craggy shores 
of the north may exceed in terror this oft named but 
little known Isle. But for desolateness of look, and 
seeming seclusion from the vigilance or protection of 
man, nothing can exceed the rocky boundary that 
skirts it, and extends to the west as far as Lyme. 'The 
inhabitants are what might be expected, — rude and 
rough* Smugglers, to a man, if not something worse. 
The rocks aflbrd shelter for beings who, almost as 
rough as themselves, can find comfort wherever they 
find protection; and they find both in the caves with 
which this weather-beaten coast abounds. 

I turned my steps to this island^ expecting from its 
proximity to Weymouth, that if forced to wait for 
willoughby there, I might pass my time not unpleasant- 
ly till he joined me. Meantime, I made excursions 
along the shore of the main land, and found spots not 
so bleak and unsheltered as at a distance they ap- 
peared. A pleasant firm sand to ride or walk on, with 
1^ mound of gravel on the land side, ornamented with 
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green furze> formed a picturesque contrast to the foam 
of the sea. Here I sometimes sat me down, with no 
seat but the rock, and no animated companions, at 
least, but the straggling shell-fish. What I chiefly 
loved was to watch th© waves, ever varying, nevet 
resting, now advancing, now retiring^ threatening and 
rough, or calm and smooth. Loud and tumultuous^ 
they sometimes thundered; or, hushed to a whispery 
they seemed to lull the mind to rest.- This is no tri- 
vial pleasure to a thoughtful mam My superiors en-> 
joyed it before me; for Cicero counted the waves; and 
the spot I have described reminded me of Felpham, 
the honoured retreat of Cyril Jackson. 

I had been near a week in the neighbourhood, and 
had one day straggled to a distance of several miles 
from the brown old castle, — indulging the contempla- 
tive disposition which had been growing more and 
more upon me, ever since I had left the paphian re- 
gions of London. It was one of those calms I have 
mentioned, and ' the stillness was only interrupted by 
small pieces of rock, which now and then, loosening 
from the parent mass, rolled down the declivities into 
the sea. I had watched these falls for some time, 
thinking of little or nothing-r-in fact, in a sort of con- 
tented reverie — when on a sudden I heard a gun fire 
in the oflSng, which in an instant broke the whole en* 
chantment. 

Two vessels appeared, one pursuing the other; and 
as I presently observed, a boat, full manned, put oflf 
from one of them, and pulled with the utmost vigour 
towards the shore. It efiected its purpose within a 
stone's-throw of tlte place where I was sitting, while 
my groom led my horse along the strand. And now, 
about a dozen rough-looking men landed, leaving their 
boat adrift. They ran up a hollow way between the 
rocks, imperceptible before from the masses of sea- 
weed, mingled with furze, which hung over the cleft. 
The men ran faster when they saw me ; but suddenly 
one of them, who did not at all seem to be of kin to 
the rest, stopped, then turned, and ran back from his 
fellows as eagerly as they were pursuing the upward 
path. He ran towards mc, and judge my astonish- 
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ment when I found it was WiUoughby. He was, as 
may be supposed, in some little agitation, and seeing 
iny surprise, said, " This must appear strange, but I 
have not time to explain. My confounded garb may 
get me into worse difficulties than I have escaped 
from. I see your horses. Perhaps you will let me 
mount one of them, and when I think myself safe, you 
shall know every thingJ' 

It may be supposed that I assented, and making my 
groom dismount, WiUoughby, to my great amuse- 
ment as well as wonder, took his place on the 
saddle. My new livery was, to be sure, an odd 
one ; a check-shirt, no coat, canvass trowsers, very 
much tarred, and a cat-skin cap. But I could 
get nothing from him, from his eager watch of another 
boatful of men, that seemed to have pursued the first 
to the shore* A low promontory then screening it from 
vieWy he. became calmer, and before we got to .the 
small inn opposite Porilafld Castle, was able to give 
me a little insight into ,this mystery. As soon as he 
was there, however, he sent off immediately to Wey- 
mouth to get an equipment of clothes, but which he 
was forced to order from a slop-shop; his own being, 
he said, he knew not where. 

From my knowledge of Willoughby's wandering 
and eccentric taste, I perhaps should not have been 
surprised at all this; but his eagerness to escape from 
the spot where I met him, and the joy he expressed at 
finding himself in security, made my curiosity on tip- 
toe. If the reader's is so too it shall be gratified in 
the next section*. 
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SECTION XXXII. 

WILLODGHBY's account of HlMB&tF. 



^ Of being taken by the insolent foe, 
And sold to slav'ry ; of my redemption thence." 

Otheixo. 

It may be recollected, that my wandering friend 
left me at Marlborough, meaning to cross the Wilt- 
shire Downs into Dorsetshire, tne coast of which he 
had never seen. This scheme he pursued with his 
usual activity; not, however, with his usual good for- 
tune. 

Having reached Dorchester without much to notice, 
he conceived the design of making a sort of steeple- 
chase diagonally to Lyme, and so return by the coast 
to Weymouth. This; he was told, would introduce 
him to a wild and picturesque country, rather savage 
and uncultivated in appearance, and full of heath- 
tracks, not easy to unravel witii certainty, or leading 
to any abode but that of shepherds. It was just the 
sort of expedition he wanted. 

He had got safely and agreeably to Lyme, where, he 
said, he revelled in red mullet; and one of his horses 
falling lame, he would have been content to revel 
some time longer, but for his promise to me. So, 
leaving his man to watch his lame steed, and when he 
could travel to follow him ' islowly to Weymouth, he 
set off by himself coastwise, to keep his appointment 
He was pleased with his road, which lay chiefly by 
the shore, through fishing villages, and almoM always 
in sight of the sea, but sometimes winding inland, 
through very rough glens, or over steep and shaggy 
cliffs. His taste for deviation where any thing was to 
be seen, induced him often to quit the beaten road; and 
at the end of theiirst day, he was so lost, that having 

VOL. II. 13 
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in vain sought direction, he was aBsoIutel}' benighted, 
without knowing where he was, and only guessing by its 
roar, that the hill he was mounting was not far from the 
sea. The moon, however, shone bright, showing everv 
turn of the road as it wound up the steep. Not a breath 
of air, or the quiver of a leaf, interrupted the stillness ; 
and a little p^st midnight he felt relieved by the sight 
of three or four cottage-thatches, which rose one 
above another as he ascended. AH, however, was 
buried in sleep. His fellow-men had, for some time, 
seemed to have retired from the world ^ for not a 
creature had he seen for the last seven miles. Even 
the cattle, in two or three upland meadows, were re- 
cumbent in silence, save where,^ now and then, the 
sound of chewing the cud was to be heard. 

He felt unusually^ alone, and there is always some- 
thing solemn in being alone at night, amounting almost 
to awe. He debated whether to rouse ^ome of the 
inhabitants of the cottages he saw, either to procure 
a lodging, or directions for the road ; but the absolute 
misery of the hovels forbade the first ; and, as the path 
he had pursued had now brought him to what appear- 
ed a high-toad, he resolved to continue his route. His 
horse was now at the steepest part of the hill ; so steep 
that he climbed with difficulty ; and though we will 
not say the traveller wasalarmed, he was a little struck, 
as the wind began to whisper on his gaining the sum- 
mit, to hear something creaking, as if upon hinges. 
A screech-owl, too, which had for some time been 
circling round him, now took its flight to an object 
which lie could not well make out, but which appear- 
ing to bis hopes a direction-post on the bordering heath, 
. he put forward his horse to examine it. As he ap- 
proached, he was surprised by the animal making a 
{u\\ stop. He Bven shivered in the saddle, laid back 
his joars, reared and snorted ; showing every mark of 
unaccountable terror.- Willoughby, though an excel- 
lent horseman, was fain to dismount, in order to calm 
the crea|ture's perturbation, and, indeed, to discover, if 
be could, its cause. But what was his astonishment, 
end, he fairly owned, his emotion, when he found that 
whal he had thought a direction-post was, in fact, the 
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gibbet of a murderer. The face, skull, and bories 
were quite visible ; and the clanking of the chams in 
the breeze had occasioned the creaking he had heard. 
The moon was still bright, but every now and then 
overshadowed by passing clouds; and the alternate 
vanishing and return of this unpleasant object, made 
it still more disagreeable. However, having in some 
measure quieted his horse, be prepared to remount, 
when he was astounded by the most hideous laugh 
in the air that he had ever heard. It was, a minute 
after, repeated in another place, and again at inter- 
vals, when it assumed the tone of a deep howl. He 
owned his firm nerves began to lose .^nuch of their 
iirmness^at this; nor was his alarm lessened when a 
voice, loud and hoarse as a speaking-trumpet, bellow- 
ed out, « Hold off, hold off." 

A noise among the bushes that surrounded the gib- 
bet added still more to his terror— for terror it was ; 
and though little superstitious, he knew not what to 
make of so strange an occurrence at ^ch a place and 
time. From this he was presently relieved, but by a 
terror fiill as great, though of another sort; for, on 
endeavouring to mount his horse, while one foot was 
in the stirrup, and he was throwing his other leg over 
the saddle, he felt it forcibly seized ty a rough hand, 
and his bridle by another, and beheld. four men in 
shaggy coats, who, with loud and horrible impreca- 
tions, asked-— what the hell he did there, and why 
he did not leave in peace a better man than him* 
self? 

1 own, at this part of thie story, I began to feel al- 
most as shaken as WiUoughby says he was himself; 
and nothing but seeing him safe and sound, cured me 
of a very strange sort of trepidation for his sake: 
However, he went on with his narration, and a fear- 
ful one it was. The men offered no violence to his 
Eerson, except!, detaining him prisoner, and ordering 
im to foljow them ; threatening, if he made the lea«t 
noise or resistance, with instant death, though they 
might all swing for it, as they said, lik« the gentleman 
he had come to visit. As they all had hangers, and 
pistols in their belts, this appeared so very easy an 
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afikir,-that Willoushby had no inclination to be un- 
necessarily scrupulous, but promised peremptory obe- 
dience. His wqnder, as well as terror, chiefly was 
to know into whose and what hands he had fallen ; 
and he could not help asking what was to be his fate. 

" That you will know fast enough," said the grufl!" 
voice, " as soon as pur captain comes ; meantime 
shut your eyes and hold your tongue, or it will be 
worse for them both." 

The plot now thickened. . A long sort of caravan, 
drawn by two horses, and attended by two men in 
dark frocks, approached the gibbet, under which it 
stopped^ and one of the men said it was late, for the 
moon would soon be down, and there would not be 
time to load; "But who have you here?" continued 
he, seeing Wllloughby. 

" That he knows best," replied the same voice that 
had before spoken. "We found him here under poor 
Tom-rr-for what purpose we shall find, provided Cap- 
tain :, when he comes, does not — " 

" Hold I" replied the man of the dark frock ; " re- 
member, there is to be no more blopd; but you will 
hold him fast, I trow." . ^ 

" Trust us for that," returned the other ; " but 
what to do with him I don't know: but here comes 
Captain." 

Seven or eight horses, all loaded, some with bales, 
some with kegs, now came up the bill, on the other 
side of the gibbet, conducted by as many men, all 
armed ; and one, who seemed the leader, was imme- 
diately accosted, and taken to a distance by the first 
man, while the rest were instantly at work to unload 
the horses, and stow the packages in the caravan. 

Willoughby now. found he was prisoner, to a despe- 
rate gang, of smugglers^ , He was not at all comforted 
by the reflection, and still less relieved by the thought 
of the gibbet, and the few words that had passed be- 
tween the two ruflians at the foot of it. , Neither wa^ 
he consoled by having only the day before heard at 
the inn in Lyme, the full and true account of the mur- 
der of Mr. Chay tor and another Custom-house officer, 
by being whipped to death by the smtigglers who had 
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broken open the Custom-house at Poole, the very 
county he was in. I am no Custom-house officer, 
thought he, God help me! But the conference be- 
tween the captain and his mate being ended, they ad- 
. vanced and examined him, in a sulky, savage tone, as 
to his business in such a place, at such a time of night. 
— ** I suppose," said the captain, " you are one of the 
damned snarks of Lyme; him perhaps who hanged 
the poor fellow there.'* 

Willoughby told the truth, as he thouglit it best to 
do, and owned he came from Lyme, but was no shark, 
and only a traveller. 

" What, at this time of night, and in such a place ! 
No 1 my boy, we are not such cuUeys as that. I sup- 
pose you know," added the captain, " that your life is 
in our power, and that we would no more mind taking 
it,' than he did, for all bis chains," (pointing to the man 
on the gibbet.) " If yoy deceive us in a single article, 
you are a gone man ; so if you "are an officer or a 
spy, you had better say so at once, and we shall know 
what to do." 

Willoughby protested ^his innocence, and in regard 
' to his being in tliht suspicious place^ in- vain laid the 
blame on a wandering disposition, and having lost his 
way: <* but, in truth," said he, "I found myself under 
a very different judge from dear honest Heartfree, and 
almost gave myself up for tost." A41 this while the 
loading was going on, and the captain rather anxious- 
ly walhed up and down under the gibbet, often regard- 
ing what was swiiiging above, — with what feelings or 
impulses, said Willoughby, I know not The extra- 
ordinary thing to me was, that the gang should have 
selected such a spot fpr their operations. At first I 
thought it bravado ; but I afterwards was told it was 
for security ; for that no person, either at Lyme or in , 
the neighbourhood, dared in the day time, much less 
by night, trust himself so near the grim smuggler who 
there hung. 

But the business of loading being now finished, and 
the band preparing to retreat, the captain's decision 
was at length promulgated^ and fearful enough it was 
for Willoughby ; for as he had had an of^ortunity of 

13* 
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witnessipg the transaction^ and becoming acquainted 
with the actors, it was determined that, spy or not spy, 
he should'be detaiqed prisoner, unless he chose to join 
fates \yith them by embarking in their dangerous trade. 
As to this last he could give no answer, they resolved 
upon the first ; and accordingly, mounting, him upon 
one of the p^ck-horses, all of which were also now 
rode by the gang, and threatening to pistol him if he 
offered to escape, they began in single file to descend 
the hill, down a dark and tangled path which led to a 
large i^ort of yard or wharf, full of coals and timbers, 
at tne head of a creek. There a longrboat lay moor- 
ed, and the horses being haltered in the yard, Wil- 
loughby's among them, under the care of part of the 
gang, the rest leaped intp the boat with their prisoner 
in custody, whom, after rowing about a mile; they de- 
posited with themselves on board a stout wel]-built 
cutter, canvass all loose, and anchor a-peak, and in a 
few hours were mid channel, between the coasts of 
Dorsetshire and Britanny. 

During the night the men caroused, and oflfered 
Willoughby somp brandy and herrings, which he de- 
clined, but lay down on a bulk head; just over the ca- 
bin ladder,^-lhe only bed, they said, he could have- It 
may be supposed he did not sleep, and his comfortable 
feelings may. be guessed, when he heard the following 
conversation between the captain, whose name was 
Bowser, and his mate. 

*' PH be d— d," 'said the captain, " if I half like that 
scarecrow post. for a landing-place, and I think we had 
better, cut down poor Tom, next night we go. He 
seems to grin at us every time we^ome. Nay, I once 
thought I saw him move, as if he would have come 
down." 

** You are a hell of a coward. Bowser," said the 
mate. " You a captainj What ! I warrant I cot<jhed 
you blubbering, when Tom were condemned. Yet 
he went out of the world like a man — and 'here you 
have now put us in the power of ^his hen-hearted fel- 
ler — who I frightened out of bis wits only with a 
laugh.. Besides — youknow nothing of true gumption. 
If you cut down Tom, what's ta prevent any other 
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ninny from Lyme coming to watch us as he did ? I 
say he is a clear shark, and if you had taken advice — ^" 

"Hold, hold, you dog," said Bowser, "when you 
have got your Nantes on board, you are fit for nothing 
but Davy's locker. You know I am no coward, and 
as for the man, he may be innocent, though he came 
from Lyme. If, indeed, he was a proved shark, I 
should have no objection — " 

" To stick him, I suppose, as Tom did t'other. D — n 
me if I believe vou. But what shall we do with him 
now we've got him V\ 

" Land him in France," said Bowser. 

" To get safely over the water again, to peach us 
all ! Why he knows our werry wessel. Why shouldn't 
he even now fall overboard by accident 1 Eh !"- 

" YouTC but a bloody rascal, Tomlins," said Bow- 
ser, " and I tell you I'll have no roughing, unless he 
can be proved a scout." 

"I suppose, however," replied Jack^ gruffer than 
ever, " you have no objection-to my changing clothes 
with him : since we hoisted the gum, I observed his 
coat and boots, and I think they'd just do." 

" If you choose to be such a blackguard. Jack," re- 
plied Bowser. 

This closed the conversation, for both captain and 
mate began to snore over their brandy ; but the. con- 
sequence was, that at daylight, the -nrate calling Wil- 
loughby into the cabin, told him that, for a blast of a 
spy like him, he might think himself well' off with no 
other punishment than surrendering up all his clothes 
— which was no robbery neither, as he, the mate, 
meant to bestow his own upon him in return. 
. To this, Willoughby, dreading the hands into which 
he had fallen, prudently consented ; which accounted 
for the strange metamorphose under which I saw 
him. - 

Thus equipped, for the time he remained in durance, 
he was treated like one of the crew, only with rather 
less respect ; and though he ofiered a large ransom if 
they would set him on shore, in France, it was refused. 
At the same time, what was remarkable, no attempt 
was made to rob hizn of his purse ; which being in 
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his pocket when the mate made the forcible exchange 
of clothes with him, was, with every thing else, faitn- 
fully brought back to him by the captain; though accom- 
panied by not a few growls on the part of Tomlins. In. 
this situation they held off and on at the mouth of the 
Loire, receiving, from time to time, whole boat-loads 
of moonshine, as they called it, from Nantes, in the 
stowing of which they forced Willouehby to work as 
hard as themselves. This, however, he said, perhaps 
did him good ; for his thoughts were none of the plea- 
santest. The captain was the only one not uncivil to 
him ; and this forbearance was jealously watched by 
Tomlins, who seemed to bear him no good will, though 
he obeyed him. The manners, language, looks, and 
conduct of the whole crew were shockingly disgust- 
ing ; ^nd sometimes dreadful. A perpetual s'uspicion, 
horrible arid impious curses, showed a dissoluteness of 
behaviour, in the most absolute sense of the word ; for 
they seemed loosed from every tie of decency, either 
in language or sentiment. The insecurity in which, 
being all of them outlaws, they passed their lives, made 
them familiar with danger, without bemg free from 
the dread of It. Hence the night was. always their 
time of action, and the day brought them no comfort. 
It was common with them to say, "We know we are 
born to be hanged; it is, therefore, of little conse^ 
quetice what we do.** That was their morale. Their 
happiness was brandy atid tobacco, which put an end 
to thought. They nad not even the merriment of 
carelessness which belongs to other sailors ; for when 
not drinking, smoking, or quarrelling, they were nfe- 
lancholy and evidently unhappy. Tomlins, from the 
dreadful abandonment of his mind, was, sad to say, 
the least sad among them. All had committed crime ; 
some <^ deeper die than others, but all of a low na- 
ture; so that there was nothing redeeming among 
them. 

With these worthy companions Willoughby passed 
ten days, and to the captain alone, who lent him a 
razor and a check shirt, he owed that he did not die 
of disgust and filth. 

His case had* now become most melancholy ; for he 
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had no hope of escaping. The lading of the cutter 
being completed, they stood back again for the Eng- 
lish coast ; their object being Portland. Off this, when 
almost in sight, their fortune threw them in the way of 
a Revenue cutter, of at least twice their force. To 
maintain a running fight wassail they had for it, and, 
as their enemy gained upon them, to run ashore, and 
escape, if possible, among the bedk of rock and furze, 
by paths well known to t^em, was now the summit of 
their hopes. Accordingly, having run into the shal- 
lowest water they could, their only resource was the 
boat, which they had but just time to man ; and this 
accounts for the precipitation of their flight when they 
landed. 

Willoughby was glad to accompany them on shore, 
as he feared infinitely more to remain and be taken by 
the captors, who would have been (particularly in his 
disguise) as hard of belief as to his story, as the smug- 
glers themselves. However, like father iEneas, being 
now out of danger, and having recounted the history 
of his voyages — ^ 

*^Conlicait tandem, factpque fine ; quierit:^' 

in plain English having told his tale, he stripped ofif 
his dirty clothes, and till those he had ordered should 
arrive, went to bed. 

Here I left him, to order some more generous re- 
freshments than the coarse salt fish and beef which 
had been all the fare allotted him by the smugglers 
for the last ten days. To this, when he waked (for he 
had fallen into a sound sleep,) he did ample justice : 
and seeing him well recovered in strength and spirits; 
I could not help rallying him, by asking what effect 
this adventure h?id had ypon his wandering tastes, "and 
whether it would make any alteration in his plan of 
life. 

"It will make me, in future," sa^d he, "avoid gib- 
bets, and night marches on the sea'Coast/ particularly 
that of Dorsetshire.. As for any thing else, ' hsec et 
olim meminisse juvabit.' And after all, I was not in 
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SO much clanger as when before the Revolutionary 
Tribunal." 

**You may thank your Captain for that " I ob- 
served. 

" By the way, there is something about t+iat man • 
that interests me. He certainly was less of a brute 
than his fellows: — which is all 1 can say Tor him," re- 
turned Willoughby. " But had I been a Custom-house 
officer, or realfy a spy, he told me he would have had 
no more bowels than Tomlins himself; and this he 
seemed to justify as lawful." 

" I should be glad to know how," said I. 

" Why, it was his destiny, he said, to be what he 
was; and destiny must be answerable for all that he 
did in pursuing it ; that he did not like blood, buVwould 
rather shed it than be himself -hanged. In fact, he 
supposed he had often shed it in contests with the 
King's cutters, when under the necessity of fighting; 
which necessity, he always added, was of their own 
causing. You .may suppose I had nothing to reply to 
such a casuist; nevertheless, I could sometimes see a 
doubt, not over pleasant in his own mind, as to the 
soundness of this reasoning; and he would almost 
hesitate, till a glass of brandy, the devil's ally, rein- 
forced the argument. If I had apy hope that he was 
not so wicked as the rest, it was from his perpetual 
disgust at Tomlins, whom he evidently hated." 

"Poor devil j" said I ; " suppose we mount our 
horses to-morrow, and explore the passage by which 
they escaped. I dare say we might make interesting 
discoveries." 

" I thank you," returned he, " but I have ho stomach 
to be pressed again on^ board a private^ still less to 
fight for him agamslt mv lawful sovereign." 

" Why, the Custom-house would thank us," I re- 
plied. 

•* I am obliged to you," returned he, " but the very 
thought of a Custom-house gives me, and will for 
some time, something very like an ague." 

We had scarcely ended this conversation when, 

much to our concern, as well as surprise, a report 

' was brought that the Revenue cutter which the smug- 
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glers had engaged, though only in a running fight, had 
put into Portland Road with her prize, but with the 
loss of a man killed. This had created quite a sensa- 
tion ; a search was ordered by the coast-guard, and a 
proclamation for a great reward on the arrest of any 
part of the crew that had escaped on shore. This did 
not add to WiHoughby's quiet, or diminish his joy at 
having, as he said^so providentially escaped from the 
gang whose fortunes he must have shared. 

I proposed that he should give information of what 
he knew to the Mayor of Weymouth, and point out 
the path the rogues had taken when they abandoned 
their boat. But I could not prevail. Not, he said, 
that they did not deserve it.; but they, and the captain 
in particular, had spared his life, when it wa& proposed 
to take it, to which, indeed, some were^ shrewdly in- 
clined. The mode proposed by Tomlins to prevent 
his peaching^ w^s siUl in his ears; and he thought it 
would be hard to make any one repent that he had 
opposed such a step. To these reasons I could not. 
but defer. 

Several days passed afterwards without any disco- 
very of the smugglers ; and Willoughby, having been 
joined by his servant, was seeking another horse to 
replace that he had lost, when he was astonished with 
the following letter, which his groom told^ him bad 
been put into his hands by a sailor from the Isle of 
Portland. 

"Sir, 
"Though smugglers are called by nxany, and 
thought by some, to be dishonest persons, merely be- 
cause they sell their goods cheaper than the lawful 
. roguesj they are not, on that account, robbers, and still ^ 
less'horse-stealers. Your conduct in not joining the' 
hue and cry raised by our oppressors against us> for 
defending our own, which you might have done with 
some eflect, merits our thanks. When we mastered 
your person, for very good reason wby> it was not 
our intention to steal your horse, which from necessity 
was left on shore, and which would have been restored 
to you, had not the tyranny of the governipent given 
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us too much trouble about ourselves, to be nice about 
others. If you will apply any time in the next two 
days at the Royal George, in the Isle of Portland, and 
inquire for Robin Benbow the ostler, and come alone, 
and ask no questions, he will deliver your horse to 
you saddle and bridle and all ; and having once, with- 
out you knowing it, saved your life, and now restoring 
your property, which was never intended to be stolen, 
I trust you will think that 9 smuggler, though ill treat- 
ed by tne world, may yet be an honest man." 

This epistle, fairly written, correctly spelt, and con- 
tainirig a defence, however sophistical, of his honest 
calling, WiUoughby said coqld be written by nobody 
but his friend Captain Bowser. " But how the devil he 
could have found me out," added he, " puzzles me. It 
makes one curious, however, to see him again, though 
I believe, if I did, I should feel like Gil Bias, when he 
rftet Captain Rolando in the street, after escaping from 
the subterranean cave. Still I would give something 
to know more of him, and, if possible, withdraw him 
from this horrid life." 

" You will never succeed," said I. " You see he is 
a theorist, and reasons upon his way of life, till he de- 
nies it to be wicked; and like many other theorists, 
no doubt be thinks all law and government mere inva- 
sions of man's liberty. I dare say he has read of the 
[)irate.who told Alexander that he was but a robber 
ike himself, (in which he was not far wrong,) and no 
doubt takes him for his hero. No, no ! depend upon 
it he has settled the matter with his conscience, and 
were you to make the attempt, with all your fine rea- 
soning, you would find yourself no match for brandy 
a:nd bad habits." 

" The dog,v however, moves my curiosity," said 
WiUoughby, as he prepared to cross over to * the 
Island, toiseek his horse at the Royal George. When 
he arrived, he easily found the ostler to whom he had 
been directed, and with -him a gruff sailor-looking 
man, muffled in what is called a flushing-coat, or more 
vulgarly and properly, a wrap-rascal,— whom he re- 
collected having ^seen three or four days before, watch- 
ing him, as he Uiought, in the streets. The man's fea- 
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tares he had not caught, but he recognised the dress, 
if only from its resemblance to that of several of the 
smugglers with whom he had lately associated. This 
man, after whispering something to the ostler, imme- 
diately withdrew. 

," Are you Robin Benbow ?' asked Willoughby, 
addressing the ostler. . 

"I suppose I be," returned he. 

** Tben you, perhaps, Jcnow what I came here for." 

^* I suppose I do," continued he; ** you. be come for 
a horse, if you be Master Willoughby, or whativer 
your name is. There's the nag in t'other stall." 

" And who may that man be you were just now 
talking with V ; 

. " Don't know — never saw Wm before." 

** Won't you tell if I give you a pot of ale ?" 

« Should like the ale — but don't inow the man." 

" Perhaps you won't know t-r-But what if I gave 
you this crown piece?" 

" Should like the crown piece — but don't know the 
man. Besides, I was told nether to ax nor to answer 
no questions; so if you want your beast, take him; 
his hay and corn is paid for, and if you will give me 
the pot you talked of for saddling and bridling him, 
you may; if not, the sooner you leaves here the 
better." 

Willoughby, upon this, finding he could get nothing 
out of old Benbow, deposited with him- a shilling, and, 
glad to greet his lost steed once more, left the Royal 
George, which tps reception plainly indicated, was a 
sort of smi^gler's-hall, and returned to Weytnouth.^ 

The impression made upon Willoughby by his re- 
cent adventure was deeper than Lcould nave imagined. 
I htid thought him one of the carelessly happy; eager 
in quest pf novel interests and scenes, but soon for- 
getting them for Qthersr In truth, his good feeling 
was here concerned, so as to absorb him in an un- 
usual manner. 

" But for this Bowsei?," said be, ** I should long ere 
this have been food for shdrka, if there are. any on the 
coast of France. I am quite certain that this man, 
outlaw and villain as be is^ must have originally been 

VOL. II. 14 
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made for better things. He is now at hide and seek 
for his life, for he is proclaimed by name. I would 
give not a little to save him, if I could, or, at any rate, 
to get at something of his history.^' 

This feeling was so far from losing ground with 
Willoughby, that it grew stronger and stronger, and 
at last took such hold of him, that he proposed to me 
to accompany him on a voyage of discovery along 
the westward coast. " If I can at all find a clue for 
meeting Bowser," said he, " I'll lay my life good will 
come of it ; if not, at all events, we shall see two very 
interesting counties, in Devonshire and Cornwall." 

As adventure was my object, to this I made no ob- 
jection. We mounted, and soon got to Lyme. Here 
our first inquiry was about the afiair of the smugglers, 
which we found was kept the more alive by the re- 
cent caption of Tomlins, who every body said would 
swing for it^ aifd who, in fact, was afterwards hanged 
upon the very gibbet where his friend, poor Tom^ had 
made his exit 

The good nature and love of justice of Willoughby 
here underwent a severe contest Duty impelled him 
t^ offer his evidence, which would have been decisive 
against this miscreant Charity made him question 
himself as to motives, and fearing they might savour 
of revenge, he resolved to remain quiet. 

The question was to trace Bowser, upon which 
every one was busy. Some said he was still in a 
cave on the coast : others, that he had been seen in a 
coach to London ; a third party, that he had escaped 
to. Prance. This last opinion weighed most with Wil- 
loughby, the rather because the Fair JVader, which 
was the name of the lugger, was known to be of Nantes, 
were Bowser was domiciled. It was at least likely 
that he should go there if he could. This opinion 
gained ground from a report that Bowser had been 
actually seen in the boat of a French vessel a little 
way from shore, three days after the capture. 

Come what come might, it made Willoughby so 
restless that he could no longer forbear; and to in* 
dulge him I promised to make a tour in Devonshire 
by myself, while he sho«td Quixote it, as he said, to 
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Nant0s ; promising to let me know the result at Exe- 
ter, where I agreed to establish my head-tjuarters. 
The passing to the coast of Britanny was the least 
difficult part of Willoughbv's undertaking, and in 
about a week I received the fetter, which will fdrm the 
next section of these memoirs. 
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SECTION XXXIII. 

THE BMUGGLIftl's STORY. 



lat Outlaw. 



** Enow then that some of us are gentlemen, 
Such as the fury of ungoverned youth 
Thrust from the company of lawful meiTT 
Myself was from Verona banished, 
For practising to steal aWay a Udy.** 

^d Outlaw, 

" And I from Mantua, for a gentleman. 
Whom in my niood I 8tabb*d unto the heart** 

3d Otdlaw. 

** And I for such like petty crimes as these.'* ' 

Two Gentlsmkn of Verona. 

*< WiLLOUGHBY TO FlELDIIf O. 

»« Nantes, June 30, 18—. 

"You laughed at my eagerness, and, I believe, 
doubted my success ; but, as far as finding the man I 
sought, you must laugh no longer. As many, parti- 
cularly at the hotel I chose, were talking of the capture 
of the * Fair Trader,' it was easy to find out to whom 

she belonged, Messrs. , on whom I waited, fairly 

telling them my object. They were civil enough, 
allowed th«y knew where Bowser was, but naturally 
wished to consult him before they promised an inter- 
view. The next day, however, brought me his con- 
sent, ahd I found myself alone with him in ati apart- 
ment at their house. He showed some emotion at 
the sight of me; but it went off. 

" * I have consented,' said he, * to trust myself with 
you; first, because^here at least, you can do me no 
harm; next because, though you may owe me a 
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gradge for making and keeping you a prisoner, I be- 
fieve you saw it was through necessity, and not my 
will; lastly, because you owe me far more thanks 
than resentment, for nothing less than having saved 
your life. Add, that your keeping aloof from giving 
information against. us, shows you one above a hasty 
revenge, and, in short, that you are a gentleman.' 

"I replied to this pithy exordium, by telling him, I 
knew I owed, my life to his protection from Tomlins, 
who, however, was about to expiate his cruelty, for I 
had left him in prison for trial. 

>' He turned as pale as he could on this intelligence, 
and shrugging his shoulders, said, ' If that is so, he 
must swing fer it; there is more against him than 
would hang half a dozen of us: but I always told hirti 
it would be so. He is a butcher and a blackguard, 
and deserves bis fate ; the worst part of mine has 
been to have had him for an associate. But now, 
sir, as to your object in searching Hue out?' 

** I told him fairly my motive, which was to do him 
good, if I could, in return for the good he had done to 
me. This rather affected him, and with some eager- 
ness he asked, if I thought I could obtain him protec- 
tion if he came to England. 

** I said, that was at best uncertain, and at best 
could only be purchased by the discoveries be might 
make as to the Unlawful trade he carried on ; especi- 
ally as a man had been killed, which would be held to 
be murder. At this he flew into a sort of rage,. and 
stamped, — 

"* Murder r exclaimed he; * Unlawful trade! Dis- 
coveries! Never, sir; never shall it lie said — and 
yet,' he added, more calmly, and as if recollecting 
himsdf, ' it is a wretched tradiiig, and could I quit it ; 
could my life he passed over again!' — Here he paused, 
but afterwards burst out with— ^* But, no 1 They never 
will grant a pardon ; I must continue an outlaw ; and 
as to murder or unlawful trade, I deny it, and the 
crimes be on those that call them so. I am oppressed, 
deprived of my rights, and ruinedt and yet called a 
criminal. I would quit my misery, if I could, yet am 
punished if I continue it Hard 1 hard ! d— — *d hard I' 
14* 
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Here he walked about in agitation, and beat his breast 
more than once. * Would to God,' at last he said^ 
* I had been the meanest labourer in Devonshire, 
rather than what I am ; — but it is false to say I am 
a oriminal.' ^ 

** I let this burst subside a little, and then observed, 
I was sorry to think that, he did not see his situation 
in the proper light, and only wondered that a man 
who seemed to have so many good points, should so 
disguise the truth from himself, as to the bad ones. 
I added, that my wish was to reclaim him, if possible ; 
— which if seriously done, efforts, at least, should not 
be wanting to restore him to soQiety. 

"On this he fixed his eyes upon me with: much 
scrutiny. 

" ' I believe,' said he, * you may be sincere in what 
you say. I on my part ought to be equally so ; and 
if I am, I am bound to own . that I fear you will not 
succeed. No! I am too confirmed in wickedness, 
if it is wickedness; and though I may be sold to the 
devil, and know it, I cannot break the contract if I 
would.' 

** * This is shocking,' said I. 

** * It is so, but it is true. My habits are too strong 
forme.' 

" * 1 trust not,' said I,> as mildly as I could ; * your 
terrible occupation has, no doubt, hardened your feel- 
ings, but something tells me this colrld not always 
have been so. You are evidently an educated man, 
and must have been born' — 

" * Do not go farther,' he interrupted, « it will be 
worse both for yoa^nd for me. I have been loo long 
an outcast to make recollection other than misery : 
and, after All, I only fulfil my destiny*' 

" * You glanced at this,' said I, * some time ago, and 
as I really wish to be: useful to you if I can, f would 
ask for as much information, as it noay not be disa« 
greeable to you to give.'- 

" He paced the room two or three times in silence, 
or muttering to himself; when, after a pause, he said, 
* Stranger as you arc, you couM not have taiken all 
this trouble for a person to whom you are indifferent ; 
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and it will, perhaps, only relieve the loaded mind of 
a man whose vices have ruined him, if I fairly confess 
my history to you.' 

" I bowed assent, and he went on. 

" * Whatever I may think of destiny and its irre- 
sistible decrees, I certainly should not have imagined 
from my education, or the situation of my family, that 
I could ever have been intended for this wretched life. 
I believe I was bom a gentleman, if the son of a Me- 
thodist minister (of good private substance, however,) 
can pretend to that title. My father, as I said, was 
a Methodist, but of what exact sect, I never could 
well make out, if he could himself. All I could dis- 
cern was, that he was a. most determined and implicit 
believer in and preacher of predestination. He talked 
much of a great divine, John Calvin ; though what 
John Calvin taugjht I never knew, except, as 1 col- 
lected when a boy, from my father's discourses, that 
it signified little what we were inclined to, as every 
thing was determined for us. I own this laid early 
hold not only of my imagination, but of such reason- 
ing powers as I had, which were very little; and I 
betook mylself, therefore, to any thing that struck my 
fancy, without examining consequences as to myself or 
others. I was full fourteen years old, before my father, 
who was a severe man, had done flogging me for this, 
and it was in vain I pleaded, according to his own 
doctrine, that what I had done was not my choice, but ^ 

ordained for me. His reply always was, " True, and it 
was also ordained that I should flog, you for it." This 
went on till I began almost to hate my father; which i f 

also believed I was predestinated to do Notwithstand .^^ \ 

ing this severity, there were other tenets, of a political 
nature, which my father held, and which made a still 
deeper impression ppon me. It was upoii th^ unlaw- »> 

fulness of law, as emanating, not from the ordinance of 
Heaven, or even the intentions of nature, but th6 mere 
caprice oT man. Hence he held that it was a mere 
question of prudence, whether any person should obey 
or didobey the lawg, if he thought ttiem tyrannical' 

"* Upon my, word,' said I, 'your reverend father 
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would have made an admirable Reformer. It is a 
pity he had not lived in these enlightened times.' 

" • Be that as it may,' continuedBowser,* I greedily 
swallowed all (and it was not a little) that my father 
said of the ttsurpation and oppression of government, 
and the shameful and sanguinary laws that were made, 
as it was said, for the protection of property. You 
may guess what an effect all this had upon a boy of 
fourteen, of strong appetites, overbearing in his temper, 
and thinking constraint of any kind the worst of evils, 
without a single principle on the other side, to control 
him.' 

" * You have said enough,' I observed, * to account 
for any ruin you may have to announce, and I only 
wonder to see you here in safety, after such a life as 
you must have led.' 

" * You may perhaps wonder more,' said he, ' as I 
proceed. The free and early indulgence in my pas- 
sions, which were precocious enough of themselves, 
laid the foundation of my ruin ; for they were wholly 
without restraint from all I was taught to believe, and 
still, I fear, believe, as to the inutility of combating 
one's destiny, and the injustice of law* Hence I ran 
headlong, into the grossest, and, for my age, the most 
terrible excesses. At fifteen, women got hold of me, 
and as we lived at Plymouth, their description was of 
the lowest order. The consequences you may giiess. 
Frdip the same locality, and association with sea-boys 
of my own age, drunkenness — and afterwards gaming. 
This last wa,s near plunging me deeper than^ I am 
glad to say, it did ; for 1 listened (I did no more) to 
a plan laid by some .of my companions to rob my 
father'^ house ; which I was to abet by letting them 
in at night' # 

" At this point of his- miserable narration I really 
shrank and shuddered. He perceived it, and went 
on. ' 

''<Iam not surprised at the effect this has upon 
you. It has often had the same upon myself, notwith- 
standing my life : but I have told y^u I escaped that 
perpetration.' 

*' I eagerly asked *How ?' 
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" •! can scarcely tell you/ said he; 'for my religious 
tenets, (if such they can be called,) if they did not en- 
courage, certainly did not repress me ; and if this act 
was ordained to be, how was I to blame? If I was 
saved, therefore, from this crime, it was only because 
of a feeling of abhorrence for it, strong, but for which 
I could not account ; and as I have had this feeling on 
other occasions, though not springing from reason, I 
suppose it is a sort of instinct in my nature.* 

** * You are, at least, fucky in this,^ said I. 

" *I wish I had been equally so in other things, he 
replied; 'but here destiny was again at work. At 
seventeen I was destined to be the ruin of a young wo- 
man of good parents ; for which I was justly turned 
out of what I had left of respectable society ; not more 
for the fact k^elf, than the consequences of it : — for I 
was too young, and too entirely without means, to , 
make reparation, — which I was really disposed to do. 
The poor creature's having lost all protection from 
her family, who behaved cruelly in her misery, she 
died of a broken heart' 

" I again shuddered; but seeing he was really him- 
self affected by his recollections, and that a tear actu- 
ally rolled down a cheek as rugged as iron, I did not 
interrupt him by making any remark.* 

"•This,* said he, when he proceeded, 'was the 
worst, or, at least, the action I most regret in my life; 
far worse than what I suppose, you and lalwyers are 
pleased to call murder, because a man happened to be 
killed in a fair fight by our lugger, in which, exclusive 
of my not having myself directed the gun, there couM 
be no more harm than in fighting our lawful enemies.' 

* Tbc reader may be struck here with a manifest resembUmoe be- 
tween the character and conduct of the smun^gler Bowser, and of the 
smnggler Nanty Ewart» in Kedgauntlet 1 am struck with it my- 
■elf, and still more so, that I never met with the latter till some time 
after the former had been prepared for the press. This is more 
strange, because, I perfectly well remember Redgauntlet when it first 
came out ; though how I came not to finish it, or not to read it many 
times ovier, as I have done almost all Sir' Walter^s works, at this dis. 
tance, I cannot tell ; but most certain it- is that when I described 
Bowser, I had not the most distant notion that Nanty Ewart existed, 
ond I therefore let the sketch go forward, or rather do not recall it, 
with all its inferiorities. 
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" * You make no difference, then/ said I, 'between 
a nation we are lawfully at war with, and your own 
countrymen?' 

" * None in the world,' returned he ; • for are we not 
as lawfully at war with the Custom-house as the 
French ? And if mischief happens, let the govern- - 
ment, who impose the taxes answer for it.' 

<• Whatever I might have replied to this reasoning, 
I let the captain proceed. 

** • However,' said he, * I suppose we shall not agree 
upon this point ; but I shall say, again and again, to 
the end of the chapter, that poor Bessy's death, which 
I never meant, caused me more unhappiness than 
would the lives of twenty men on board a man-of-war 
that came to rob me of my rights, though I laid my- 
self every gun that killed them.' 

" This mixture of softness and rerporse, with harden- 
ed insensibility to flagrant crime; as well as the glaring 
sophistry with which he defended it, filled me with 
wonder. But though shocked, I was curioqs to hear 
more : and I could not help asking, whether his father 
all this while had done nothing to reclaim him. 

."*0! yes,' he said, 'remonstrances, threats, and 
sermons were not wanting; but somehow or other 4he 
poor gentleman had entangled himself in such a laby- 
rinth of difficulties as to destiny and electionr that he 
could not clear them up to his own satisfaction, much 
less to mine. 

" * In the end, jcontinuing the course I have men- 
tioned, my father, who never liked me, turned me out 
of doors, and I entered immediately on board a man- 
of-war. This was certainly not a school for reforma- 
tion, though there were many sober and even religious 
characters among us. By these last, who knew my 
bad name, I was avoided and despised. Had it been 
otherwise, perhaps I might have been recovered ; but I 
was left to the dregs of the crew, and all my bad 
habits were more than confirmed. 1 was more and 
more drunken, profane, and, at last, mutinous. For 
this I was, over and over again, flogged ; which only 
made me more moody and rebellious ; and, at last, 
stung with indignation, as well as driven to despair, in 
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company with one or two othets of the same Sidney, 
we contrived while in Portland Roads, to escape in 
the jolly-boat, on board a smuggling lugger which we 
knew, and where we were joyfully received. To 
avoid the guilt, or rather the penalties, of felony, how- 
ever, we set the boat adrift, to be carried ashore by 
the tide, and ^ere soon in safety in France. 

" • Hence began a new career. J was soon a smug- 
gler of sufficient accomplishments to be looked up to. 
As a man-of-war's-man, I was valued as a seaman ; 
and my education having been far above that of all 
my fellows, I became of great consequence, not only 
to the captain, but the owners of the vessel, wJio call- 
ed themselves Endish merchants, established at Nantes. 
They were delighted, too, to find in me so able and 
earnest a defender of the lawfulness of our calling, — 
which was only made unlawful, I held, by a set of 
usurpers of man's rights. In short, my usefulness and 
superiority to the rest of the crew not only made me 
a iavourite, but a confidential agent 'r and my beha- 
viour in one or two actions, both on board and on 
shore, finished my reputation; and, upon the illness of 
the captain, who was worn out, I was, without hesi- 
tation, appointed his successor^ The sea thus became 
my element, and as I plunged willingly into its hard- 
ships, so I adopted all its supposed enjoyments, — bran* 
dy when on board, women when on shore — pelf al- 
ways. 

*' < I got so rich as to become part owner, and tholigb 
outlawed over and over again, the tightness of my 
lugger, (which I named the Fair Trader,) and the 
bold daring of my men, made me set all custom-house 
force at defiance, whether by sea or land. 

'' * Once I had a shock. In an engagement with 
the Lyme officers, by night, one of them was kiUed 
by the man whom we called poor Tom, who was af- 
terwards taken and condemned. I waus at the trial in 
di^uise. But though much was said to him by the 
judge, and afterwards by. the chaplain, and about his 
having ofifended Heaven, I could not depart from the 
principle taught me by my father, who thought him- 
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self inspired, that it was Heaven's own doing ;. there- 
fore I thought it could not be a sin. The best argu- 
ment, however, which I know against it, is my present 
situation. By -the loss of my dear Fair Trader I am 
absolutely ruined, and must again go before ihe mast. 
I am doubly and trebly oxitla wed, and a revsrard offer- 
ed for me as a murderer, though I did not fire the 
gun; another instance of the execrable tyranny of our ' 
rulers. Hence I am a stag at bay ; and if I am hang- 
ed or more blood is spilt, tet those answer fpr it who 
are the cause.' 

" The infatuated Bowser had now ended his. tale, 
which filled me with reflections not over pleasant. I 
could not say as of Hamlet — 

»* * O ! what a noble mind is here o'erthrown.' 

I could not even flatter myself that the man was not 
too far gone in vicious habits to be reclaimed, could 
he be restored to society. But stUi there appeared 
some one or two seeds of a better fruit, that made me 
regret that more^ care had not been bestowed upon; 
their cultivation. In one thing I felt Serious, which 
waa,-to wish all crack-brained enthusiasts at the devil. 

" I-did not fail to show to this misguided man the 
sophistry of his reasoning; but what you predicted 
came to pass— brapdy, sensuality, and probably fmr 
of being enlightened, had closed all his faculties. ' He 
wished for safety, butJiot to be reformed. It was too 
late. 

" * All that you say, Mr. WUlouffhby,' observed he, 
^ may be very true, and I suppose I shall be punished 
hereafter for not knowing better now. But that's not 
the present question, which is, whether, if I leave ofl' 
these courses, (which, I confess, I have long had a hor- 
ror of, for I can't sleep o'nights,) any prospect can be 
given me that I may live in safety 2 if to have saved 
your life, and never te have done mischief for mis- 
chief's sake, can recommend me for a pardon, perhaps 
I may yet do ; or at least not wear myself away with 
wretchedness. — If not, Ihave nothing left for it but to 
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« 

o to sea again, and shoot others, or be shot myself, as 
le ckse may happen.' 

^* I was shocked at this despair, for it bespoke an 
abandonment I had not expected* To feel the way, 
however, I asked what resource he had, if any, pro- 
vided it were possible to procure for him the security 
he required. He seemed pleased, yet puzzled at the 
question; for he said he had not a friend in the world, 
unless it was a sister, whom he had not seen for twen^ 
ty years, to whom his father bad bequeathed his pro* 
perty, and who was married to a man^ as he said, 
• well to do ;l a merchant near Falmouth. I took her 
direction, and, as you may be in the neighbourhood, 
your inquiries, and the use you may make of this nar- 
rative, may possibly facilitate what I may be able to 
do for this poor devil, whom I quit to-morrow. 

" Meantime I am your brother adventurer, 

This epistle reached me at Exeter, in my way far- 
ther west; and it communicated so much of the 
writer's feeling for this unfortunate, that I lost no time 
in pushing on to Falmouth, — whose romantic valley, 
with the sparkling arm of the sea that penetrates it, 
and the old Tudor Castle that defends it, would have 
repaid my journey had I had no other object I was, 
however, still more recompensed by finding out Mrs, 
Stanniforth, Bowser's sister, and her husband, to whom 
I related all Willousbby's adventure, and all the hopes 
he had conceived of her brother's reformation. The 
good woman shed tears of joy at the thought of beii^ 
instrumental towards it, and the good man, who was 
of a grave and reflecting physiognomy, promised all 
he could to second it. . 

"I must, however, tell you, Sir," said he, "I have 
no great hopes of pernmnent.success, even if we suc- 
ceed in getting my poor brother-in-law whitewashed." 

I asked why 2 

" Merely," returned he, *♦ that, according to the old 
proverb, * what's bred in the bone will never come out 
of the fleshy' There is certainly some negative good 
in Bowser ; that is, he is not so bad as he naight be. 

VOL II. 15 
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But I have always observed, that early dissolute habits 
are difficult to eradicate; and, from long observation 
of the life, manners, and principles of a professed 
smuggler, I should say, impossible. However," added 
this quietly-sagacious man, ** we will not abandon the 
attenr>pt from thinking it hopeless. I am in possession 
of a fair sum which, but for his vices, might have been 
his. It has much contributed to better my own for- 
tune, and I hold it my duty to return a competent part 
of it, if the conduct that forfeited it is reall}' changed." 

I could not help looking at my new acquaintance 
with respect for these sentiments, worthy the soundest 
mind and best heart that ever graced our nature. I 
shook his hand with the sinceresf esteem ; and, upon 
a consultation, it was resolved to invite Bowser over 
to Good barn, the name of his brother-in-law's place, 
where he might remain till his safety might be secured 
to him by law, and afterwards if he pleased, and as 
long as he pleased. 

" However," said the good Stanniforth, " this- must 
not be done by halves ; he must not be in a state of 
dependence; we will give him an annuity sufficient 
for his wants, and secured to him by law." 

"Better and better," said I; and 1 left4his excellent 
couple, to concert matters with Willoughby; more 
satisfied wkh human nature than I had for a very 
long time been. » - 

Alas 1 that I am forced to make an end of this warn- 
ing history so different from what I had hoped, and 
what others may, perhaps, expect. Jack Tomlins, as 
every body said he would be, was hanged ; and jus- 
tice thus being satisfied, and the nest concerned in the 
Pair Trader, as was supposed, entirely brdken up, a 
free pardon was at last obtained for the rest of the 
crew, and, of course. Bowser amon gthem. He pro- 
fited by it for some time, to -reside happily with his 
brother and sister ; he enjoyed their company, their 
table, their garden, and their Qhildren ; he was even, 
notwithstanding his known life, noticed by the people 
of Falmouth. But in a few, a very few months, all 
this be^an to flag. He grew melancholy, if not sulky ; 
the habits and conversation of his nations did not 
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suit him, still less their attempt to engage him in re- 
ligious exercises, and least of all in religious studies* 
He was now, therefore, much by himself; took more 
brandy and tobacco (which, indeed, he had never left 
off;) and was observed to cast a wistful eye at the 
sea, which he watched every day from the shore at 
Falmouth, where he revelled at the public-houses most 
noted for smugglers. At length, after receiving a let- 
ter from his former owners at Nantes, he resolv-ed to 
visit them; — which, thinking it but natural, Stanni- 
forth did not oppose. Once there-, however, he never 
.returned, and the next time he was heard of was in 
the capacity of captain of another Fair Trader: — ex- 
emplifying in this the moral of the philosophical old 
song — 

" The Devil WR8 sick, 
The Devil a Monk would be ; 
The Devil got well — 
The Devil a Monk was he." 

Willoughby, who gave me this account; and who 
actually went again to Nantes to ascertain his real 
situation, was in despair at this termination of his 
scheme. , He found him, he said, plunged in apathy 
as to character and prospects, and onlv anxious to 
stave off reflection ; kindled a little, and but a little, 
by the exertion necessary for the •usual voyage of ad- 
venture, but afterwards relapsing into the lowest state 
of crapulence, as best leading to forgetfulness. 

Willoughby was shocked at the marked and rapid 
alteration that appeared in him; both in bgdy and 
mind, all announcing a premature decay ; and when 
he noted a dangerous increase of his indulgence in 
brandy, " Do not blame it," said he, " what must be, 
must be ! It makes me drunk, and takes away my 
senses — the only real happiness that is left me." After 
this we heard no more of him. 

Do not let this story be thought of no importance, or 
without a moral, which it may be well to impress upon 
all minds, particularly those of the voung and thought- 
less. It marks too well how difficult, if not impossible, 
it is to conquer bad habits if allowed to gain head. 
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and grow inveterate. Let no one suppose that, meaning 
to tsSce but one step, he can be sure that he will not 
take two, or that having advanced to a certain point 
in libertinism, he can return at pleasure to the security 
of virtue. That security, after all my travels, I found 
to be the great, if not the only btzsis of the happiness I 
sought. I say basis, because nothing, I discovered, 
was so false, if taken as an abstract proposition, as the 
celebrated line — 

^ Virtue alone is hmppiness below.** 

If this mean no more than that without virtue there is 
no happiness, it is equivocally expressed ; if, that vir- 
tue alone suffices, it is not true, roor Yawn was vir- 
tuous, and Gorewell, and Lackland ; nor was Pawk- 
nor stained with any uncommon vice ; yet they were 
anything but happy; while those who were so, — 
Heartfree, Blythfield, Lovegrove, Freeman — though 
virtue was the principal source of their content, yet 
she had many tributary streams, arising from taste, 
temper, station, and habits, to replenish and keep her 
in vigour, freshness, and beauty. My search told me 
that no wicked, or very imprudent man could be 
happy ; but that a virtuous one must necessarily be so, 
on account of his virtue alone, was contradicted by all 
experience. 
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SECTION THE LAST. 



*' How like yoa the yottog German, the Dake of Saxony*8 nephew ?** 

My travels and their object had now become so in- 
teresting, and had filled my mind with so much useful 
observation, that I protracted them to a considerable 
extent, and went over to the Continent in the pleasant 
pursuit. This opened a new world to me, and was 
made still more interesting by the pontrast it enabled 
me to form between Englishmen and foreigners. 

Shall I confess that, with all our boasted superiority 
in laws, in government, in commerce, in the spread of 
knowledge, arts, and manufactures ; in the genius of 
some, the learning of others, and the independence and 
comfort of all; the balance of iiappiness, in my mind, 
was greatly in favour of the people I visited. With- 
out diving very deep into moral or political philosojjhy, 
to ascertain the cause of this would not be difficult It 
lies altogether on the surface, like the happiness itself 
which I sought 

Thank God ! have I often said, when I have seen a 
German peasant, with his wife,^ his pipe, his brown 
bread, and his sour krout, the picture of health and 
good-humour, notwithstanding n>athematical demon- 
strations, by various aoostles of liberty, that he ought 
to be the reverse ; thank Grod ! I have said, I see in 
this all the power of practical feeling over the whole 
array of theoretical reasoning. These people knew 
nothing of Socrates or Cicero, or Jeremy Bentham, or 
the Edinburgh Review ; nor even of the Penny Maga- 
zine, nor Reform ; they are ignorant alike of Epicure- 
ans, or Stoics, Whigs, or Tories ; they work for their 
15* 
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bread, and get it ; and their constitutional good nature 
does all the rest. Again, when I have seen the females 
of the same degree in the same country, with an erect 
look, and elastic tread, under burdens that would 
break the back of many a London footman, yet all the 
while giving a nod of good-will, and wishing their 
" guten niorgen," and "guten tag's," to all their fellow- 
creatures, whether known to them or not ; when uni- 
versal cheerfulness and alacrity, and desire to do good 
turns to strangers, as well as to one another, accom- 
pany the whole population, who at the same time are 
as orderly as good-natured ; — when I compare this 
with our growling countrymen at home, who^ven 
seek to be cramnied: with discontent-by those who^well 
know how to cram them — who shall say that the ba- 
lance of comfort is with our vaunted England ? Even 
in morals and obedience to the laws, on which v^q for- 
merly used to plume ourselves, we.are exceeded by these 
simpler Germans, among whom I never witnessed (in 
Nassau at least, to which I chiefly confine these obser- 
vations,) a street quarrel, a failure of respect to their 
superiors of to one another, a drunkard, a common 
prostitute, or a beggar. 

But this is nothing to what prevails in the interior. 
More family happiness (if so much,) I never saw. — 
Husbands and wives, parents and children,* relations, 
distant as well as near; — they seem always together, as 
forming the purest source of their pleasures; and nothing 
so common in their daily walks, as to see them grouped 
as preferred companions. Nay, I have seen young 
married people dancing together at public balls ! What 
would be said of them in London or Paris? Thus, I 
shotild say that not to enjoy conjugal felicity was to he 
Outt>f fashion. But can I then omit also to say, that 
the most attractive example of th^se domestic virtues 
is to he found in the palace of the sovereign ; where, 

* A mother's love for ber infant children need scarcely be mentioD- 
ed ; but what struclt me most in this respect, was the fondness and 
intense pleasure of a German father to his infants. It shone out in 
his eyes, and ho seemed never tired of contributing to their amuse- 
ment 
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from affability, accomplishments, good humour, and 
good sense, princes and princesses are, what they 
ought to be — models for the imitation of their sub- 
jects. 

Political economists have sometimes made the cloth- 
ing and taste in dress of the lower orders a test of the 
ease and comfort of a population. If this be so, these 
Germans are eminently fortunate, though under ap- 
parent poverty. The labour and industry. of the low- 
est females is most extraordinary. They are emphati- 
cally of all work; hewers of wood, drawers of water, 
and diggers of earth ; they seem above corporeal rest, 
or they find it only in the' spinning wheel. Their wa- 
ges are a seeming nothing; yet all are decently, I had 
almost said tastefully clothed. There is even an air 
of something approaching to elegance in their figures, 
and the light and well-fitted jacket and petticoat which 
set them off. They are in general Men chattssi ; and, 
«bove all, the reeking horror of a black worsted stock- 
ing is unknown. Their drapery owes much also to a 
pleasing contrast of variegated colours (the rich crim- 
son predominating,) in the apron and handkerchief, 
fancifully disposed. This is at once imposing and 
picturesque. But this is even exceeded by the form 
and decoration of the head, if the mere disposition of 
tresses, without the slightest covering, can be called 
decoration. The hair, however, is generally of the 
darkest hue, and in the commonest, lowest creature, 
in her dirtiest attire as in other points, is pinned, or 
plaited, not merely with spruceness, but elegance, and 
invariably, in the very poorest, crowned with a high- 
backed tortoise-shell comb. This gives to their small 
and well-shaped heads the outline oi a gem ; and their 
figure, as they approach you from a distance, tall and 
well-proportioned, their water-pails on their heads, 
with one arm elevated to support them, and the other 
in a curve to the side, give really the idea of some- 
thing Etruscan.* 

• This is not too strong. Sir Walter, in Waverley, felt almost the 
•ame thing as to the Scotch peasants, even in so dirty a place as Tul- 
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But are there no drawbsicks 1 Yes ! their features 
are hard ; and, as to morals, there are low pilferers, 
but not many. There is so far cheating in the shops, 
they have two prices, and foreigners are thought legiti- 
mate game. But there are no robberies, still less bur- 
glaries ; and to my astonishment, I have seen a vine- 
clad house in the open street exposed to all marauders, 
yet the grapes allowed to ripen, and be gathered in 
security by the owner. Moreover the Germans, one 
and all, are an out-of-door people, and. seek their chief 
enjoyments in the air. 

Tney boast not Italian skies, nor English gardens ; 
but the alcove, the branching covert, the sycamore 
walk, and a thousand seats, are filled in some part or 
other of the day (and always overflow on a holiday,) 
with happy faces, made still happier by the admirable 
music so gratifying to a German ear ; which, being 
afforded gratis, is enjoyed by the poorest as well as 
the rich. All this eminently bespeaks the national 
character— content; and this pleasing feature lights 
up the whole countenance of the people, whatever 
their avocations. 

My greatest wonder was to learn, where wages 
were so low, how the luxuries enjoyed could be so 
regularly afforded. The poorest German labourer, 
or soldier, smokes his three pound of tobacco per 
month (about -sixteen-pepce sterling,) and the lowest 
female has her coffee and biscuit. For this they work, 
and work hard ; yet care by no means seems to pre- 
dominate. 

If you enter a shop, anxiety to sell does not se^m 
the absorbing object of the master, so as to incapaci- 
tate him for anything else. Whatever the state of 
his affairs, he is easy and cheerful, always civil, and 
has no black look, if you do not buy. His manners, 
dress, and address, are equal to your own, and prove 
liim at peace with himself, as well as with you. But 

ly Veolan. *» Three or four village girls, returning from the well or 
brook, with pitchers and pails upon their heads, with their thin sliort 
|Rowns and single petticoats, uncovered heads and braided hair, some- 
whsX resembled Italian forms of landscape.^* 
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it is the affability of all the upper ranks to all the 
lower, though by no means undignified, or too fa- 
miliar, which gives an evident increase to the content 
that seems naturally implanted in a subject of Nassau. 

Can this be without, in some measure, being de- 
rived from the character and manners of the sbvcr 
reign ? If, as has been said by observers of manners, 
vou may know the disposition of the ' master of a 
house, by the reception given you by his servants, so, 
unless influenced by adventitious circumstances, the 
character of a ruler may be gathered from the man- 
ners and condition of his subjects. J[n this respect I 
found, during my residence among this happy people, 
that the Government was markedly patriarchal ; and 
Gorewell was but right in comparing the Duke to the 
good Duke of the forest of Ardennes. What would 
he have said had he seen the same personage in his 
private, as well as his publfc family, giving and re- 
ceiving happiness, and shedding it over an accom- 
plished court, all composed of the personal friends of 
himself, or his predecessors ? Still more, what would 
have become of Gorewell's cynicism at seeing this 
done in conjunction with a consort, not less unrivalled 
in> beauty than in elegance of mind, not more reve- 
renced as a sovereign, than admired and beloved as ^ 
a woman ? For myself, I can only say that I never 
expected to see anotl^er Lady Isabel in the world; 
but found her in a foreigner, and that foreigner a 
princess.* 

The reigning family as well as the whole state of 
Nassau, made large and pleasing additions to the 
stock of worldly happiness entered in my journal. 

But I must return frOm this continental digression, 
to the land of my fathers ; — which, with all its ac- 
knowledged superiority in institutions, and the con- 
veniences of life, mignt borrow a profitable lesson 
from the foreigners it aflects to despise. These, in 
the one little simple secret, of a moderate and cout 

* Paulina Duchess of Nassau, daughter of Prince Paul of Wirtem- 
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tented disposition, beat all our political and even moral 
philosophers^ our demagogues and champions of li- 
berty, to nothing, in the only real object of life — hap- 
piness ; and prove into how small a point this grand, 
wide, and prolific subject may be reduced, after all 
the volumes that have been written upon it. 

Theories the most ingenious, speculations the most 
abstruse, the deepest learning, the widest search, are 
often labour in vain to those who waste their lives 
upon it; while, close at their elbow, may stand an 
exemplification of all that is wanted, in a placid temper 
and contented mind. 

'* But you ov^ht not to be either placid or content- 
^," says a ffrowlinK theoretical philanthropist. " You 
are poor, others rich ; you are condemned to obey, 
others command. You haye no voice in the State, 
though wiser, perhaps, than those who , have ; you 
have no titles, others ar^ hereditary lords; in fact, 
you are a slave and a beast of burden, while others 
< proudly snuff the air, and skim along the main.' " 

These are sad hits against poor homely good-hu^ 
mour, and would operate like slow poison, not more 
slow than sure^ upon all minds naturally gloomy or 
naturally proud. It is — 

•*The leperooi distilment, whose efifect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man, 
That swifl as qaicksilver it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body.** 

To those who are thus properly prepared as subjects 
for knavery %o work upon, there never are wanting 
l^naves to work ; and in this emergency it is to Nature 
alone (a kindly and contented nature, the best gift to 
Heaven, beyond all talents and all riches,) that we 
owe not only our best happiness, but the best security 
for its continuance. This, indeed, is that sunshine 
of the mind which exceeds the real sun that lights 
and warms us, and may be felt even within the walls 
of a prison, where not a ray of the great orb is per- 
mitted to enter. 
or this, from observation both at home and abroad. 
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I had become so convinced, that I always preferred 
asking what was a man's nature and disposition, to 
what was his religion, or what his portion of liberty ; 
and, though it may move the censure of many, I would 
sooner trust a well-natured, open-hearted Turk, than 
a cold, calculating, ascetic Christian. Then as to 
happiness, my travels convinced me how very little 
real difference is made in the sum of it, by rank, fame, 
or fortune. A Duke or a link-boy has the same pas- 
sions, ambition, disappointments, affections, and suffer- 
ings ; and it depends entirely upon themselves whether 
the amount of their happiness shall not be the same. 
The whole is in the mind, and the minds of all ranks 
are equally disposed to happiness from nature. Hence, 
therefore, inequality of happiness is a work of our own, 
and altogether artificial ; and all who are content have 
equality, spite of appearances. It is the wish for change, 
the panting after what we have not, or the hankering 
after what we have hady that generates uneasiness 
sometimes unbearable. He who rises in his station, a 
little and a little higher, though his original was the 
very lowest, is more gratified than he who is born in the 
highest class, and cannot change without descending. 
Alexander wept because he had no more worlds to 
conquer. Had he been a sergeant of Alexander, in- 
stead of Alexander himself, he would not have wept. 
When Turenne was killed, one of his own drummers 
contented himself with saying, " Eh bien, viola un pas 
de gagnd" Monticululli, wno had opposed Turenne, 
had no such comfort; he was left without a rival, 
could reap no more laurels, and sheathed his sword. 

Thus there is in reality no inequality of happiness 
in tlie world, as far as inequality of lot is concerned; 
all the rest belongs to ourselves. 

Then what is the secret f Why are we perpetually 
struggling, and, therefore, wn-happy? Tne philoso- 
pher answers, because of the false estimate of things^ 
that often appears in tne wisest and best reasoned, 
theories of what is or is not the summvm honwn ; while 
. mere animal spirits, youth, innocence, health, and fair 
weather (the last by ho means the least of the ingre- 
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dients,) tell us every thing we wish to know, better 
than all the treatises that evei^were composed. 

Were I to say, then, who was the happiest, I should 
point at him who had least irritability ; at him — 

** Who Fortune's buffets and rewards 
Had ta*en with equal t anks.*' 

It may be said, this militates against the gifts of 
reason. I do not undervalue them, but not the less 
do 1 think of the lamb, gay and frolic, though doomed 
to the knife — 

** Had he thy reason, Would he skip and play ?** 

It is this skip and play of life which, while it lasts, 
carries it hollow before all the doctors, both the proc- 
tors, and all the grave personages that ever visited the 
cave of Trophonius, It is here that I found happiness, 
as far as I could find it, in its most genuine and un- 
adulterated form. 

Buty says a theorist, you confine yourself, then, to 
youth, and frolic, and animal spirits ; to tipsy dance 
and jollity ; you do not embrace the whole of your 
subject, and look not at misery, though so unavoida- 
ble. You are, therefore, a mere partial describer, not 
a philosopher. 

Not so; I have not forgot the misery, though I 
paint what I think the more obvious and universal 
source of happiness. And if I am a partial painter, 
you will please to recollect I undertook to be no more. 
My object was to rouse the game, leaving it to others 
to describe its nature and qualities. This I have done ; 
with what success let other huntsmen decide. 

But the chase is at an end. Again behold me in 
England ; that England, once the seat of many a joy 
and many a sorrow ; that England where I first 
breathed, and first loved, and lost all that I loved ; that 
country, (alas ! no longer dear,) where, in my days of 
hopcp I saw, or thought I saw, 

** Such forms as splitter ui the Mute's ray ;'* 
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forms that beckoned me to (feeds of high emprise, 
leading, as they said, to happiness and fame; happiness 
often enjoyed, too often defeated. These I still see, 
though now only in memory, and must not think to 
look upon their like again. Farewell, then, 

** Sweet, radiant Forms, whose looks so bright and pure, 
Still seem to watch and cheer my evemng road ; 
For still one joy remains, that not obscure 
Nor useless all, my vacant years have flow*d.'* 



THE END OF FIELDING. 
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APPENDIX 

Note, psge 177. 



The Editor is under a doubt here, whether or not 
to notice some strictures upon the conduct of the 
amiable Sovereign of Nassau, which he has read with 
concern, not from their cogency, (for never was any 
thing less tenable, either in fact or argument,) but be- 
cause the writer, in other respects, shows himself an 
amusing traveller. The author of the publication 
called " My Note-Book," allows he has " heard many 
travellers landing tiie Dvke of Nassau; and has read 
passages in books^ holding him up as a model for aU 
Princes to imitate.^* He also believes that the Duke is 
a very quiet, unostentatious sort of a gentleman ; for 
he knows that he descends from his hunting-seat, die 
Platte, to dine at the table d*hote of the Kursaal. 

Here, then, we have the amiable picture of a Sove- 
reign Prince, divesting himself of his insignia and his 
Hiquette, to enjoy himself en ^al in the midst of his 
subjects, His afifability 

^ Like mercy, is twice bless'd ; 
It bleateth him that givee, and him that takts.*' 

He might have added, too, thsCt both the Duke and 
his illustrious family mingle with the lowest of his sub- 
jects, on terms that recall the patriarchal times to 
memory. Witness the fiUs sometimes given 1^ the 
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good townsmen of Wiesbaden; at their own expense, 
to him» and those given by him in return, at which, 
without distinction of rank, all blasses are invited to 
attend. 

" Nor do I deny," says this critic of Sovereigns, 
''that he {the Duke) is a very constant husband; a 
kind father; and that high-bred sportsmen are permit- 
ted to range over his hunting grounds" 

Pretty well this, in favour of a man whom he is 

§oing to abuse ; and we must expect, therefore, some- 
ling terrible to be coming; something precise, and 
any thing but vague ; something also well sifled, and 
particularly well proved, to be able to deteriorate, as 
is attempted, from the character of a Prince allowed 
by his accuser himself, to be in so many points - so' 
worthy. And what does the reader think is the ac- • 
cusation, and how proved ? Why, the Statist, in as- 
cending a mountain, met a woman who was carrying 
dinner to her family, who were at work too far ofTto 
come for it themselves. So far, not much harm. 
But then this woman, and other labourers too, not 
only corn-growers, but vine-dressers, did — (Heaven 
defend the Duke !)— did live in the midst of a most 
plentiful country upon meager diet, compared to the 
Flemings, or even the French. 

This might be questioned as a fact, even if it were 
any thing to the purpose. There is, perhaps, no tract 
of country in Europe so abounding in crops of all 
kinds, as the region between Cassel in Picardy, and 
Brussels. And yet never were peasantrv so squalid, 
through want and destitution, as the objects (from 
misery scarcely human,) who cultivate that plentiful 
region. But what is even the Statist's proof of the 
wants he so deplores in the peasantry of Nassau? 
They had only, he says, " a little animal food, stewed 
with vegetables, potatoes, herbs, or boiled grain ; rye 
or barley-bread, milk, stetoed or roasted apples^ and on 
Sundays a very little butter and cheese. This forms 
their ordinary meals." Why, the very enumeration 
makes one's mouth water, though an Englishman; 
and the Statist himself confesses, that by his boiling 
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ffraia with milki and stewing herbs with butter, the 
Kfassau peasant " makes more of what is tviihin his 
reach than the Irish cotter.^^ If so, and the Duke so 
much to blame, how infinitely worse must be the 
King of Ireland ! 

W eU, but the winter is very dreary in Nassau ! So 
it is every where, though not the Duke's fault. But it 
is even bitter cold, and snow covers the ground 1 This, 
too, is a misfortune that happens sometimes without a 
Sovereign being to blame. Yes 1 but in Nassau it is 
" scarcely within the power of the peasantry to get 
sufficient fuel to cook their simple food." Then, it 
seems, they do get something towards it, though not 
sufficient ; which is not often the case in England, Scot- 
land, or Ireland. All this, however, is made the fault 
of the Duke, and does away, in the mind of our ten- 
der-hearted traveller, the impression made by his per- 
sonal virtues, so ignorantly lauded by others. For, 
after having mentioned them as above stated, he adds, 
with most logical inferences, " But I cannot forget my 
conversations with, nor the poverty and mud-built 
habitations of, his vassals, the peasantry, nor that Nas- 
sau abounds with maize, vines, tobacco, buckwheat, 
and has wood and coal, &c. &c. &c." 

Well ! has not England, and still more Ireland, mud- 
built, habitations, ana, God knows, poverty enough ! 
And do not they both abound in farming produce, and 
in wood and coal ? To be sure, a house built only of 
mud, to one who had never stirred out of Cockney- 
land, gives no idea but of the kennel ; and to live even 
in a c?ay-built cottage very little better. But surely 
not so to this our enlightened searcher after realities. 
He might, or ought to, tell you that a clay-built wall is, 
by the method called Pisi, as strong as stone ; that 
many of the houses of the metropolis of Nassau are of 
clayi or unburnt bricks, almost without cement, but 
coated with mud, well dried, and whitewashed ; nay, 
that a poor man's cottage, composed of stout wattles, 
and coated in the same manner with mud, is no such 
16* 
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uncomfortable abode, as many houses of substantial 
tradesmen prove in Wiesbaden itself.** 

Even the fed, then, of the misery is disputaible, both 
from this account of their habitations, and the biH of 
fare for the poor, which the Statist himself has fur- 
nished. He ought Ulso, as a just Statist, to have 
added, (as he no doubt would, had he known it,) the 
wages of the poor he describes as so miserable, com- 
pared with the prices of things. The truth is, a la- 
bourer in this oppressed country can obtain, all the 
year round, nearly seven shillings English a week 
(seven shillings during nine months, and twopence less 
during the three winter months.) Many in England 
have Tittle more, and are reckoned well paid indeed at 
ten shillings : but then the English labourer buys his 
meat at from fourpence to sixpence and sevenpence a 

g)und ; the Nassauer at from twopence to fourpence. 
read, a small loaf in England at twopence ; in Nas- 
sau, about the same quantity, not quite three farthings. 
The best wheaten flour, at five farthings, and excel- 
lent brown bread at a half-penny a pound. — So much 
for the fact. 

O! but the Duke is a holder of the tithes of com, is 
the proprietor of the mineral waters, and all " that can 
be made out of the territory, after barely supporting the 
peasantry, who shiver fireless in winter, is his." — 

Does this mean in the mind of the traveller, that the 
whole soil of the Duchy belongs to the Sovereign? 
Are there no landed proprietors save the Duke ? No 
Counts or Barons, or rich tradesmen, with their cha- 

* A genUeman who resided many months in that town was much 
struck with this, but suspecting- such a mode of building could not 
be lasting, took an opportunity of the pulling down a large old house, 
to ask how long it had lasted. To his astonishment he was told, at 
least a hundred years, possibly a hundred and fifty; It was exactly 
as described — hurdles plastered with mud, and whitewashed. 

We wonder the traveller, with the mud discomforts, did not men- 
tion another miserable want, to the inculpation of Uie Duke ; for 
most of his female subjects, of very respectable rank, though under 
the highest are, in the severest weather, without caps or bonnets. 

N. B. The King of Great Britain and Ireland reigns over myriads 
of subjects without shoes or stockings. Who can allow him any 
personal merit? 



APPENDIX. 187 

teaiix, their farms, their vineyards, and their forests, 
in all the Duchy, and particularly in the Rheingau 
and the Taunus f Are all the gay houses and esta- 
blishments that have doubled his metropolis in twenty 
years, the exclusive property of what the Statist, about 
as truly as facetiously, calls the supreme Cacique of 
the country? That the Duke has a very large estate, 
is true ; and as true that out of it he afibrds to be a 
magnificent prince, a munificent patron, and a kind 
and generous protector to a numerous circle of friends 
and dependants ; out of it too, (which ought to be no 
little merit iii the eyes of the Statist, though he has 
forgotten to mention it,) he supports so much of the 
expenses of his government, (defraying the whole of 
his civil list, and many pensions,) that the public taxes 
are in consequence extremely low. But it pleases this 
critic of Sovereigns to represent him as sole proprietor 
of all the woods, vines, and corn in the country, and 
therefore to blame him because he will not let these (I 
suppose the Statist is a Reformer, and I must therefore 
call them) the ^rt^ lords of the soil, the labourers, ^teal, 
waste, destrov, and rob, ad libitum^ in all his woods, 
and corn-fields, and vine-yards. He observes in terms, 
that in all the vine-yard country the peasants are ef- 
fectually restrained from eating the grapes which they 
uyith such incessant labour and anxiety cultivate am&ng 
rocky precipices. 

Is this the remark of an enlightened traveller, or 
the sickly vision of a theorist I Can the ground, in 
or out of Nassau, be cultivated without incessant la- 
bour 1 Is the growth of corn in England spontaneous ? 
Then as to the fact of the cultivator not being allowed 
to eat the grapes, his information here again fails him, 
for during the vintage the labourer is allowed whatever 
quantity he can consume, as part of his wages. 

But the Duke actually puts the laws of property in 
force against them ; and " although his forests abound 
with fallen trees and underwood," they are not allow- 
ed to take a. stick, or if they do they are sent to prison 
for such " peccadilloes" 

Here once more the information of the Statist is 
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unfortunate. If the peasant steals or destroys wood, he 
is punished as he ought to be; but as to not being al- 
lowed to take a stick, he might have learned that one 
day in the week (generally every Saturday) the forests 
are open to the peasantry, to gather and carry home 
all the loose wood they can find. 

But I should be glad to know if the Statist himself 
is a farmer, or landed proprietor; or gardener, or 
even a housekeeper ? Or, if he has a good wood-yard, 
granery, or larder? If he has, let J,he poor of his 
neighbourhood try his benevolence a little, before he 
writes another inculpation of a Sovereign, who does 
not like to be robbed of his wood any more than any 
other naan ; and whom truth compels him to desanbe 
as most amiable. If the Statist, then, abounds in fall- 
en trees and^ underwood, or grapes, or vegetables, by 
all means let those who have none carry them off at 
pleasure ; it is nothing but a peccadillo, and they ought 
not to be punished. In harvest, let them cut his corn for 
themselves, and not for him ; and if his larder have 
more geese and turkeys than he can eat himself, let 
his servants and dependants revel in them at will, 
upon pain of his losing the credit for all good qualities 
for which he may have been foolishly lauded by those 
who know him best. 

But the poor Duke has other sins to answer for, and, 
sooth to say, he will hardly be able to acquit himself; 
for he is the possessor of, and actually keeps up, the 
ancient " crag-cresting" castle of Marksberg, where 
once there were cubliettes. 

This alone is deemed a crime by this far-seeing tra- 
veller ; for though the mere fact of being lord of such 
a castle hurts his sensibility, and therefore is one of 
his reasons for not giving any credit to the Duke^s 
character, not one word is added to show that there 
is any thing to complain of from its present existence. 
But what a sad tyrant, then, instead of the good- 
natured Sovereign we think him, must our good King 
William be, who is wicked enough to keep up the 
Tower of London, where, some hundreds of years 
ago, there were actually murders committed I This, 
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however, is not the worst: for if the Duke has erected 
houses, hotels, baths and fountains, at his own expense, 
the Statist will give him " no credit for it^ when he 
knows that even such buildings have been constructed 
to add to his personal revenues.** 

This is ** the most unkindest cul of all" in the Duke ; 
which he surely can never get over ; and wo betide 
the English, Scotch, or Irish landlord who seeks to 
improve his estate by laying out money, and employ- 
ing the people upon it, if he is also to reap the advan- 
ta^. 

roor King George III., who was so fond of farm- 
ing ! What would we say of a statistical traveller who 
entered in his note book, " Visited his Majesty's farm 
at Richmond ; the buildings, crops, and cattle all in 
the highest order ; the labourers all comfortable and 
happy ; it causes the King a considerable outlay, and 
many people laud him for it ; but 1 give him no credit, 
for I find if there is any profit he pockets it him- 
self!" 

These are the sins of commission in the would-be 
critic of the Sovereign of Nassau. Those of omission 
are worse. He has omitted to tell you that the atten- 
tion thus paid to improvement, though it has occasion- 
ed the great crime of being profitable, might, like all 
other speculations, have occasioned loss; and that 
while the profit has been shared by thousands who 
bless their Sovereign for his spirited experiments, the 
risk was his and his alone. By his enterprising spirit, 
and attention to the convenience of the visiters of the 
baths, those visiters alone have amounted in one sea- 
son to twelve thousand, while the native population 
does not exceed eight thousand. We have already 
seen that other omission, where, in stating ad invidiam, 
and with astonishing exaggeration, the territorial reve- 
nues of the Duke, he totalfy forgot to tell us how they 
were applied ; that is, very much for public purposes. 
He has also omitted one other little circumstance, 
which, for an equalizer of poor and rich, is rather sur- 
prising ; for the predecessors of this selfish Duke hav- 
ing voluntarily offered to divest themselves of absolute 
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power, and give their subjects a free Constitution, but 
dying before the design was accomplished, the present 
Sovereign, ImmediatSy on succeeding, applied himself 
to that patriotic task, and brqpght it to perfectioOi 

He was the first, therefore, who assembled the 
StSLi^ and by a ser^ of laws and explanatory enact- 
ments, confirmed the constitution, and the best privi- 
leges of his people^ 

Nothing of this sort, however, has been cv^n glanced 
at by the author of the *Note Book.' 

upon the whole, then, though we dare not venture 
to accuse a gentleman whom we have not tbe'honour 
to know, of a splenetic distortion of what he may have 
seen ; still we look in vain for that reach of observa- 
tion which takes in all parts of a subject before it 
decides upon an insulatecl point ; and still less for that 
even-handed justice, which dictates to an unprejudiced 
mind, that if it chuse without special reasons to charge 
the defects of a country upon its Sovereign, on the one 
hand, the Sovereign has a right to receive credit for 
all that has made that country happy and prosperous, 
on the other. 

This seems not to have been understood by the 
author, in the lecture he has given us on Political 
Economy and the character of Sovereigns. Luckily, 
however, for the Duke, he has stated his reasons. 



THS END. 
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